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ACI :SCENE:E 
| 13s GB N E, Sire 7525 plare * 
Enter Bernardo and Franciſco, two Centinell. 


BERNARD 0. 


U HHo's there? 
PFP.ax. Nay, anſwer me: Stand and un- 
"LP fold your ſelf. ; 
Ber. Long live the King, 
2 Fran. Bernardo. 
22 Ber. He. 
Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your hour. 
Ber. Lis now ſtruck twelve, get thee to bed, Franciſco 
Fran. For this relief much = 'tis bitter cold, 
And I am fick at heart. 
Ber. Have you had quiet Guard ? 
Fran. Not a Mouſe _—_ | 
Ber. Well, good night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals ef my Watch, bid them make hate. : 


Az Enter 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 
Fran. I think I hear them. Stand ho, who' there? 
Her Friends to this Ground, © . © © | 
Mar, And Liege- men to the Dave.: 
Fran. Good. nighlt. | 


| Mar. Farewel, honeſt Soldier; who hath reliev'd you? 


Fi an. Bernarde has my place © good-night. 


[Exit Franciſco, 
Mar. Holla, Berrardo. 
Per. Say, what is Horatio there ? 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Fer. Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Marcellus. 
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night ? 
Ber. 1 have ſeen nothing. 
Mar. Horatio ſays, tis but a Phantaſy, 
And will not let Belief take hold of him, 
Touching the dreadful ſight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore J have intreated him along 
With us, to watch the Minutes of this Night, 
22 2 _ 
LP app AE yes, and ipeak to it, 
Hor. I will not appear. 
Ber. Sit down a while; 
And let us once again aſſail your Ears, 
That are fo fortified againſt our ſtory, 
What we have two Nights ſeen, 
Hor. Well, * fit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
Ber. Laſt Night of all, 
When yon ſame Star, that's Weſtward from the Pole, 
Had made his Courſe enlighten that part of Heav'a 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and my felf, _ 
The Bell then beating one— | 
| Enter Ghoft, 
Mar. Peace, break thee off ; 
Look where it comes again. | 
Ber. In the ſame Figure, like the King that's dead. 
Mar. Thou art a Scholar, * ſpeak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the King? Mark it, Horatio. 
Hor. Moſt like: it flartles me with Fear and TIE 
| tr. 
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At leaſt the Whiſper goes ſo Our laſt King, 


HAMLx r, Prince of Denmark. 7 
Ber. It would be ſpoke to. | 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. . 1 
Hor. What art thou that uſurpꝰ'ſt this time of night, 
Together with that fair and warlike Form, 
In which the Majeſty of buried Denmark 
Did ſometimes march ? I charge thee ſpeak. 
Mar. It is offended. | 
Ber. See! it ſtalks away. 
Hor. Stay, ſpeak, ſpeak: I charge thee ſpeak [ Ex. Gast. 
Mar. "Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 
Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble and look pale; 
Is not this ſomething more than Phantaſy ? 
What think you of it? 
Hor. I could not this believe, 
Without the ſenſible and true avouch 
Of mine own Eyes. 
Mar. Is it not like the King ? 
Hor. As thou art to thy felt; | 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When th' ambitious Noraway combated: 
* Sofrown'd he once, when in an angry parle 
He ſmote the ſledded Pole ax on the Ice: 
is ſtrange | | 
Mar. Thus twice before, and juſt at the ſame hour, 
With martial ſtalk hath he gone by our Watch. | 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not; 
But in the ſcope of mine Opinion, "Fe: 
This bodes ſome ſtrange Eruption to our State. 
Mar. Pray tell me, he that knows 
Why this ſame fri and moſt obſervant Watch 
So nightly toils the Subject of the Land: 
And why ſuch daily coſt of brazen Cannon, 
* And foreign Mart for Implements of War: 
* Why ſuch Impreſs of Shipwrights, whoſe fore Task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the Week; 
* What might be toward, that this ſweaty haſte - 
Doth make the Night joint Labourer with the Day: 
Who is't that can inform me? | 


Hor. That can I; 


A 4 Whoſe 
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Whoſe Image ev'n but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by-Fortinbras of Noravay, 
* Thereto prickt on by a moſt emulent Pride, 
Dar'd to the Combat; in which our valiant Hamlet 
* (For ſo this Side of our known World efteem'd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortrinbras ; who by a ſeal'd Compact, 
Well ratified by Law and- Heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his Life) all theſe his Lands, 
* Which he flood ſeiz'd on, te the Conqueror: 
* Againſt the which a Moiety competent 
* Vas gaged by our King, which had return'd 
* To the Inhertance of Fortinbras, ; 
Had he been Vanquiffier: As by the ſame Compact, 
And Carriage of the Articles defign, | 
His fell to Hamlet.“ Now, Sir, young Fortinbrass 
If unimprov'd Metal. hot and full, 
Hath in the Skirts of Nqravay here and there, 
»nark'd vp a Liſt of lawleſs Reſolutes, 
For Food and Diet, to ſome Enterprize 
That hath a Stomach in't; which is no other, 
*As it doth well appear unto our State, 
*Bur' to recover * of us by ſtrong Hand, 
And Terms compullſive,” thofe foreſaid Lands 
So by his Father loſt. And this, I take it, 
is the main Motive of our Pre ions, 5 
* The Source of this our Watch, and the chief Head 
« Of el.is Poſt-haſte, and Romage in the Land. . 
Ber. I think it no other, but even ſo; 
Well may it ſort that this portentous Figure 
Comes armed thro' our Watch fo like the King 
That was; and is the Queſtion of the Wars. 
Hor. A Mute it is to trouble the Mind's Eye. 
«* In the moſt bigh and flouriſhing State of Rome, 
A little ere the mightieſt Julius fell. 
* 'The Grave ſtood icnantleſs, and the ſheeted Dead 
»Did ſqueak and ues in the Roman Streets, 
« Stars ſhone with Trains of Fire, Dews of Blood fell, 
* Piiters veil'd the Sun, and the moiſt Star, 
* Upon u hoe Influence Neprune's Empire lands, 


Was pick almoſt to Doomſday with Eclipſe; 


— 


* And 


bt. w,., Ty 4.0 


en OE Ws Lo 
p "Ol — Too r | of SE 
9 1 DI) AY 


* 


7 


| 


E 


HAM LE r, Prince of Denmark. 9 


| And even the like Precurſe of fierce Events, 
As Harbingers preceding ſtilt tlie Fates, 


And Prologue to the Omen coming on, 
Have Heav'n and Earth together de monſtrated 
VUnto our Climatures and Countrymen. 

Enter Ghoſt. 
Bot ſoft, behold ! lo where it comes again! 


$ Pll croſs it, tho' it blaſt me. Stay, Illuſion ! 


[ Spreading his Arms. 


* If thou haſt any Sound, or uſe of Voice, 
Speak to me — If there be = good thing to be done, 


hat may to thee do eaſe, and Grace to me; ſpeak to me. 
Tf thou art privy to thy Country's Fate, 
Which happily foreknowing may avoid, Oh {peak ! -—-— 


Or if thou haſt uphoarded in thy Life 
Extorted Treaſure in the Womb of Earth. 
1 For which, they ſay, your Spirits oft walk in Death, 


[Cock crows, 


. ; Speak of it. Stay and ſpeak —— Stop it, Marcellus. 


3 on 
2 

1 

* 


Mar. Shall I ſtrike it with my Partizan? 
Hor. Do if it will not ſtanBccg a 
Ber. Tis here -, Hor. Tis here — 

Mar. Tis gone. [Exit GI asd. 


{ We do it wrong, being ſo majeſtical, 
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To offer it the ſhew of Violence; 
Tt is ever, as the Air, invulnerable, 
And our vain Blows malicious Mockery. 
Ber. It was about to ſpeals when the Cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted like a guilty ching 
Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard 
The Cock that is the Trumpet to the 'Morn, 
Doth with hislofty and ſhrill-ſounding Throat 
Awake the God of Day; and at his Warning, 
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Air, 


7 Th extravagant and erring Spirit hies 


To his Confine, And of the Truth herein; 
This preſent Object made probation. | 
Mar. It faded at the Crowing of the Cock: 
Some ſay, that ever gainſt that Seaſon comes, 
* Wherein our Saviour's Birth is celebrated, 
| A: 5. „ This 
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10 HAMLET, Prince of Denmark, 
* This Bird of Dawnirg finging all night long : 
And then, they ſay, no Spirit dares ftir abroad, 
The Nights are wholſom, then no Planets ſtrike, 
No Feiry takes, no Witch hath power to charm ; 
So ha!low'd, and fo gracious is that Time. 
ler. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
Bat look, the Marn in ruſſet Mantle clad, 
Walls o'cr the Dew of yon high Eaſtern Hill ; 
Break we our Watch up, and by my Advice 
Let us impart what we Lave ſeen to- night 
Unto yourg Hamlet: Perhaps 
J his Spirit dumb to us, will peak to him. 
* Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
A: needful in our Loves, fitting our Duty? 

Mar. Let's cot, 1 pray, and I this Morning know 
M here we mall find him moſt conveniently. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 3, Palace. 


Zuter King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, * Volri- 
mand, Cornelius,“ Gentlemen and Guards. = 
King. Tho' yet of Hamlet our dear Brother's Death 

The Memory be green, and that it us befitted 

Te bear our Hearts in Grief, and our whole Kingdom 

To be contracted in one brow of Woe; 

Yet ſo far hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 

That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on him, 

Jogether with remembrance of our ſelves. 

I kzrefore our ſomeiimes Siſter, now our Queen, 

'Th' Imperial Joirtreſs to this warlike State, 

Have we as 'twere with a defeated Joy, | 

Wich one auſpicious, and one dropping Eye, 

* Vih Mirth in Funeral, and with Dirg in Marriage, 

* In equal Scale weighing Delight and Dole, 

Taken to Wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better Wiſdoms, which have freely gone 

With this Affair along; for all our thanks 

* Now follows, that you know young Fortinbras, 

Holding a weak ſuppoſal of or Worthz 

* Or bhioking by our late dear Brether's Death, 
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Our State to be disjoint, and out of frame, 
* Collegued with this Dream of his Advantage, 
© He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſſage, 
«* [rapofting the Surrender of thoſe Lands 
© Loſt by his Father, with all Bonds of Law, 
* To our moſt valiant Brother: So much for him. 
Now for our ſelf, and for this time of Meeting: 
Thus much the Buſineſs is; We have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
Who impotent and bed-rid, icarcely hears 
Of this his Nephew's Purpoſe, to ſuppreſs 
His further Gate herein, in that the Levies, 
The Liſts, and full Proportions are all made 
Out of his Subjects; and we now diſpatch 
* You, good Cornelius, and you Voltimand, 
Ambaſſadors to Norway, 
* Giving to you no further perſonal Power 
Of Treaty with the King, more than the Scope 
Of theſe dilated Articles allow, 
© 'Farewel, and let your Haſte commend your Duty. 
Cor. Vol. In that, and all things, will we ſhew our Duty. 
* King. We doubt it nothing: heartily farewel. 
__ * FExeuitt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
* And now, Laertes, what's the News with you? 
* You told us of ſome Suit; what is't Laertes ? 
* You cannot ſpeak of Reafon, to the Dane. 
* And loſe your Voice: What wouldſt thov beg, Laertty, 
That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy asking ? 
The Head is not more native to the Heart, 
© The Hand more inſtrumental to the Mouth, 
* Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy Father. 
What wouldft thou have, Laertes ? | 
Laer. My dear Lord, 5 | 
Your Leave and Favour to return to France; 
From whence, tho willingly, I came to Denmark, 
To ſhew my Duty in your Coronation; 
Yet now I muſt confeſs, that Duty done, 
My Thoughts and Wiſkes bend again towards France; 
* And bow them to your gracious Leave and Favour. 
King. Have you your Father's Leave? what ſays Pole 
ans ? | bs Pok. 
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Pol. He hath, my Lord, by labourſom Petitidn, 
Wrung from me my flow Leave; and at laſt 
Upon his Will 1 ſeal'd my hard Conſent: 
] do beſeech you give him Leave to go. | 
King. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beſt Graces ;! ſpend it at thy will; 
But now, my Couſin Hamlet, and my Son -— 
Ham. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind. 
| King. How is it, that the Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Ham. Not fo, my Lord, I am too muck 1'th* Sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet. caſt thy nightly Colour off, 
And let thine Eye look like a Friend on Denmark. , 
Do not for. ever, with thy veiled Lids, | 
Seek for thy noble Father in the Duſt ; | 
Thou know'ſt 'tis common, all that live muſt die, 
Paſſing thro” Nature to Eternity. 
Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. 
Queen. If it he, 
Wiy ſeems it fo particular with thee? 


Ham. Seems, Madam! Nay, it is; I know not ſeems 4: - 


"Tis not alone this mourning Suit, good Mother, 
Nor cuſtomary Suits of ſolemn Black, | 
Nor windy Suſpiration of forc'd Brea, 
No, nar the fruitful River in the Eye, 
Nor the dejeded Haviour of the Viſage, 
Together with all Forms, Modes, Shapes of Grief, 
hat can denote me truly. Theſe indeed ſeem, 
For they are Actions that a Man might play; 
But I kave that within which pa ſſeth Shew., _ 
1he' but the Trappings, and the Suits of Woe. 
King. Tis ſweet and commendable in your Nature, 


To give theſe mourning Duties to your Father: ¶ Hamiet. 


But you muſt know, your Father loſt a Father, 
That Father loft, loſt his, and the Surviver bound. 
In filial Obligation for. ſome term | 
Jo do obſequious Sorrow. But to perſevere 
In obſtinate Condolement, does expreſs * 
an impious Stubbornneſs ; tis unmanly Grief. 
* It ſhews a Will moſt incorrect to Heaven;, 
* A Heart unfertify'd, a Mind impatient, 5 
| n. 
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An Underſtanding fimple and unſchool'd: 


As any the moſt vulgar thing to Senſe. 


This unprevailing Woe, and think of us 


> You are the moſt immediate to our Throne: 
And with no leſs Nobility of Love, 


In going back to ſchool to Pritenberg, 
It is moſt retrograde to our Deſire. 
And we beſeech you, bend you to remain 


For what we know muſt be, and is as com mon 


Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition, 
Take it to Heart? Fy! tis 4 fault to Heay'n, 
A fault againſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reaſon moſt abfurd, whole common Theme 
* © Is Death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cry'd 
From the firſt Courſe, till he that died to day, 

* This muſt be ſo.“ We pray you throw to Earth. 


As of a Father; and let the World take note? 


1 Than that which deareſt Father bears his Son, 
Do] impart towards you: For your intent, 


Here in the Cheer and Comfort of our Eye, 
Dur chiefeſt Courtier, Couſin, and our Son. ' 
| Queen. Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers, Hamler's. 
I pray thee ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 


Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, Midam, 


King. Why, tis a loving and à fair Reply, 

XZ Be as our ſelf in Denmark. Madam, come, 

This gentle and unforc'd Accord of Hamlet 

Sits ſmiling to my Heart; in grace whereof, 

No jocund Health that Denmark drinks to day, 

But the great Canon to the Clouds fhall tell, 

And the King's Rouſe, the Heav'n ſhall bruit again, 
Ke. ſpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. [Z xeunts . 


ZThaw, and reſolve itſelf into a Dew; 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fix d 

| 1is Canon 'gainſt Self. Murder! 

How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable- 
Seem to me all the Uſes of this World. 
ont! O fy ! tis an unweeded Garden. 


Ham. O that this too too ſolid Flefh would melt, 
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That grows to Seed; things tank and groſs in Nature 
Poſſeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this, 
But two Months dead; nay. not ſo much, not two 
So excellent a King. that was to this, 
* Hyperion to a Satyr: 80 loving to my Mother, 
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n 
Viſit her Face too roughly. Heaven and Earth! 
* Muſt I remember? ——— why ſhe would hang on him, 
As if Increaſe of Appetite had grown : 
By what it fed on; and yet within a Month? 
Let me tink on't —— Frailty thy Name is Woman: 
A little Month! « * or ere thoſe Shoes were old, 
With which ſhe followed my poor Father's Body, 
Like Niobe, all Tears Why ſhe, even . — 
O Heav'n! A Beaſt that wants Diſcourſe of Reaſon, 
* Would have mourn'd longer'-- married with mine Uncle, 
My Father's Brother ; but no more like my Father, 
Than I to Hercules. Within a Month! 
Exe yet the {alt of moſt unrighteous Tears 
Had left the Fluſhing in her galled Eyes, 
© She married. O molt wicked Speed, to poſt 
With ſuch dexterity to inceſtuous Sheets: 
© Tt is not, nor it cannot come to good, 
© But break my Heart, for I muſt hold my tongue. 
Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 
Hor. Hail to your Lordſhip. 
Ham, I am giad to ſee you well, 
Horatio, or I ſorget my (elf, h 
Hor. The ſame, my Lord, and your poor Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good Friend, I'll change that Name 
with you: r 
And what makes you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus ! | 
Mar. My good Lord | —— 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you; good even, Sir. 
Put what, in faith, makes you from Wittenberg ? 
Hor. A truant Diſpeſition, good my Lord. 
Han | would not have your Enemy ſay ſo; 
Nor ſhall you do mine Ear that violence, | 
To be a witnels of your own Report 
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Againſt your ſelf, I know you are no Truant; 
But what is your Affair in F/fnoor ?* 
We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 
Hor. My Lord, I came 40 ſee your Father's Funeral. 
Ham. I prithee do not mock me, Fellow-Student; 
I think it was to ſee my Mother's Wedding. 
1 Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it followed hard upon. Ns 
Han. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the funeral bak'd Meats 
Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage- Tables: 
Would 1 had met my deareſt Foe in Heav'n, 
Ere I had ſeen that Day, Horatio. - 
d,. My Father, —— methinks I fee my Father. 
Hor. Where, my Lord? © 


S. * — = — Vart **. n 2 


1 | Ham. In my Mind's Eye, Horatio. 
| Hor. I ſaw him once; he was a goodly _ 
le, | Ham. He was a Man, take him forall in all, 


® I ſhall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My Lord, I think I ſaw him yeſternight. 

Ham. Saw! Who? -—— ; 

Hor. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my Father! 

Hor. Defer your Admiration for awhile 
With an attentive Far, till I may deliver, 
Upon the witneſs of theſe Gentlemen, 
This Wonder to you. | 

Ham. Pray let me hear. 

Hor. Two Nights together had theſe Gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their Watch. 
Jn the dead Waſte, and middle of the Night, 
Been thus encounter'd: A Figure hke your Father, 
And arm'd exactly Cap-a- pie 
Appears before them, and with folemn March 

Goes ſlow and ſtately by them, thrice he walked, 
Ay their — and fear ſurprized Eyes, 
Within my Rapier's length; whilſt they, be- ſtill d 
Almoſt to jelly with their Fear, | 
Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
Va dreadful Secrecy impart they did, 
Hud I with them the third Night kept the Watch; 
here, as they had deliver'd both in time, 


int Form 
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Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 

The Apparition comes. * I knew your Father: 

* Theſe Hands are not more like, 1˙ 
Ham. But where was this? F 4 
Mar. My Lord, upon the Platform where we watch'd. 
Ham. Did you not | to it? | 
Hor. My Lord, I did, © | 

But anſwer made it none; yet once methought 

It Hfted upits Head and did addreſs 

It ſelf to Motion, like as it would ſpeak : 

But even then the Morning Cock crew loud; 

And at the Sound it ſhrunk in haſte away, 

And vaniſh'd from our Sight, | 
Ham. 'Tis very ſtrange. 

Her. As I da live my honoured Lord, tis true 3 

And wedid think it then our Duty | 

'To let you know it. 

Ham. Indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the Watch to- night? 
Bath. We do, my Lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
Beth. Arm'd, in. i pr 
Ham. From top to toe ? 
Bath. From head to foot: | 
Ham. Then ſaw you not his Face? 
Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up- 
Ham. What, looked he. frowningly ? i | 
Hor. A Countenance more in Sorrow than in Anger 
Ham. Pale or red? | | 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham. And fx'd his Eyes upon you? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham. I would I had been there. 
Hor. It would have much amaz'd:you. 
Ham. Very like; ſtaid it long? vn 
* 1 one with moderate hafle might tell a hun- 
red. | | 
All. Longer, 1. 
Hor. LOT: IE; | 
Ham. His Beard was griſled ?” 
7 
Hor. 
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Hor. It was, as I have ſeen it in his Life, 
LA Sable filver d, zo f 
Ham. I'll watch to-night, perchanee "twill walk again. 
Hor. 1 warrant, my Lord, it will. 
Han. If it aſſume my noble Father s Perſon, 
II ſpeak to it, tho' Hell it ſelf ſhould gape, 
And bid me hold my Peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto concealed this Sight, 
Let it require your ſilence ſtill: _ 

{ And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap to-night, 
Give it an Underſtanding but no Tongue; 

i will requite your Loves. So fare ye well; 
V pon the Platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll vifit you. 


. 


* 
of 


Ham, Your Loves, as mine to you: Farewel: 
ly Father's Spirit in Arms! All is not well; 


* 
4 
. 


7 


Till then fit ill, my Soul: foul Deeds will rife, - 

Tho' all the Earth o'erwkelm them from Mens Eyes, [ Exit. 
, Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 
Laer. My Neceſlaries are imbark'd, farewel : 


"_» / nd Siſter, as the Winds permit, 


Ter; . 


And Convoy is aſſiſtant; do not ſleep, 
ut let me hear from you. . 
Oph. Do you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his Favour, 
Hold it a Faſhion and a toy in Blood, 
*A Violet in the Youth — Prime of Nature, 
Forward. not permanent, tho ſweet, not laſting, 
he perfume of a minute. 
Opb. No more but ſo? 
Laer. Think it no more: | 
For Nature creſcent does not grow alone, 
In Thews and Bulk; but as this Temple waxes, 

The inward Service of the Mind and Soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves thee now, 


& The Virtue of His Will: But you muſt fear: a 
FH: Greataeſs weigh'd, his Will is not his-6wn 5 
A £ Far 


doubt ſome foul play: would the Night were come; 


All. Our Duty to your Honour, [Exeunt. 


And now no Soil nor Cautel doth beſmerch > 
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For he hiinfelf is ſubject to his Birth ; / 
He may, not, as inferior Perſons do, 
Carve for himfelf; for on his Choice depends 
The Safety and Health of this whole State. 
And therefore muſt his Choice be circumſcrib'd 
* Unto the voice and yielding of that Body, 


* Whereof he is the Head. Then if he ſays he loves you, q 
| 


29 


© It fits your Wiſdom fo far to believe it, 
As he in his peculiar Act and Place 


May give his Saying deed : which is no further, 


Than the main Voice of Denmark goes withal, 
Then weigh what Loſs your Honour may ſuſtain, 
If with your eredulous Ear you hear his Paſſion, 


Or loſe your Heart; or your chaſte Treaſure open 


© To his unmaſter'd Importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear Sifter, 

And keep within the Rear of your Affection, 

Out of the ſhot and — Deſire. 

The charieſt Maid is prodigal enough, 

Tf ſhe unmask her Beauty to the Moon: 

* Virtue it ſelf ſcapes not calumnious Strokes, 

* The Canker galk the Infant of the Spring, 

Too oft before the Buttons be difclos'd ; 

* And in the Morn and liquid Dew of Youth, 

* Contagious Blaſtments are moſt imminent, 

© Be wary then, beſt ſafety lies in fear; 

* Youth to it ſelf rebels, tho' none elſe near. 
Oph. I ſhall tb effect of this good Leſſon keep 

About my Heart : But good Brother, 

Do not, #s ſome utigracious Paſtors do, 

Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to Heaven; 

Whilſt like a Libertine, _ | 

Himſelf, the Primroſe Path of Dalliance treads, 

And reak not his own Reed, | 
Laer. Ob fear me not, 

I Ray too long; but here my Father comes: 

Exter Polonius. 
A double Bleſſing is a double Grace 3. 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond Leave. 
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Pol. Vet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard for ſhame, 
3 © The Wind fits in the Shoulder of your Sail, 
And you are flaid for there. My Bleffing with you, 
And theſe few Precepts in thy Memory. 
S8ece thou character: Give thy Thoughts no Tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd Thought his Act: 
you, he thou familiar, but by no means vulgar; 
Tube Friends thou haft, and'their Adoption try d, 
} © Grapple them to thy Soul with Hoops of Steel: 
Hut do not dull thy Palm, with Entertainment 
Of each new hatch'd, unfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Ot entrance to a Quarrel ; but being in, 
37 © Bear'tthat th? oppoſer may beware of thee. 
i; Give every Man thine Eat, but few thy Voice; 
1 Take each Man's Cenſure, but reſerve thy Judgment. 
7} * Coltly thy Habit as thy Purſe can boy, | 
7} * Buenotexpref#d in Fancy; rich, nor gaudy : 
Por the Apparel oft proclaims the Man, ; 
And they in France, of the beſt Rank and Station, 
- © Are moſt folott and generous, chief in that. 
\z7 © Neither a Borrower nor a Lender be; 
For Loan oſt loſes both it ſelf and Friend: 
And borrowing dulls the Edge of Hasbandry. 
* This above all, to thine own ſelf be true; 
* And it muſt follow as the Night the Day, 
Thou canſt not then be falſe to any Man. 
© Farewel, my Bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee. 
Laer. Moſt humbly I do take my leave, my Lord. 
Pol. The time invites you, go, your Servants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have ſaid to you. 
'* Ops. 'Tis in my Memory lockt, 
And you yourſelf ſhall keep the Key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [Exit Laer. 
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he has ſaid to you ? 
Oh. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
„Fol. Marry, well bethought; 
is told me he hath very oft of late 
$ Given private time to.yoT ; and you your ſelf . 
£ Have of your Audience been molt free and bounteous. 
UN If 
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If it be ſo, as ſo it ſeems to be, 
And that in way of Caution, I muſt tell you, 
You do not underſtand your ſelf ſo clear). 
As it behoves my Daughter, and your Honour. 
wh e now! ? give me up the Truth, 
He hath, my Lord, of late made many Tenders 
Of is Affection to me, a L 
Pol. Affection] puh! you-ſpeak like a green Girl, 
Unſifted in ſuch perilous Caine. , 


Do you believe his Tenders, as he calls them ? 


Oh. I do not know, my Lord, what I ſhould think. 
Pol. Marry, I'll teach you; think your ſelf a Baby, 
That you have ta'en theie Tenders for true Pay, 
Which are not Sterling. Tender your ſelf more dear)y ; 
* Or not to crack the Wind of this poor Phraſe, 
: 1 ing it 4 1 me n —_— 
b. My Lord, im d me with Love, 
In honourable faſhion. . 
Pol. 2 you may call it: go to, go to. 
Opb. hath given countenance to his Speech, 
With almeſt all the holy Vows of Heaven, (Lord. 
Pol. Ay, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I do know 
When the Blood burns, how . al the Soul 
Lends the Tongue Vows: Th fe Blazes, Daughter, 
* Giving more Light than Heat, extinct in both, 
Even in their Promiſe, as it is a making, | 
* You maſt not take for Fire. From this time, Daughter, 
* Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your Maiden Preſence, 
Set your Intreatments at a higirer rate, | 
Than a Command to parley : For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of that Dye, which their Iaveſtments ſhew, 
But mere Implorators of unholy Suits, * 9 
© Breathing liks ſanctify'd and pious Bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all: 
1 would not, in plain Terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo ſlander any moment's leiſure, 
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HAMLET, Prince ef Denmark. 
As to give words, or talk with the Lord Hamlet : 


Look bo t, I charge you; A way. | 
Oph. I ſhall obey, my Lord. po [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Platform before tht Palace. 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 8 
Ham. The Air bites ſhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager Air. 

Ham, What hour now ! 
Hoy. I think it lacks of twelve. 
Ham. No, it has ſtruck. 


Hor. 1 heard it not: Then it draws near the Seaſon, 


4 | Wherein the Spiri held his wont to walk. 


Weiße of wa#like Muſick within. 
What does this mean, my Lord? 


Ham. The King deth wake to * and takes his rouſe, 
Keeps waſſel, and the Ns of Upſtart reels ; 
And as he takes his Draughts of Rheniſh down, 


. The Ketile-Drum and Tramper thus proclaim 


7 bh Soil « our Addition: and indeed it takes 
From our Atchievements, tho" perform'd at height, - 


yy their Oer. growth of ſome Co 
Oft breaking down the Pales and f 


The Triumph of his Pledge. 


Hor. Is it a Cuſtom? 
Ham. Ab marry is't: 


| Bat to my Mind, tho I am native here, 


And to the manner born, it is a Caſtom 


More honour'd in the Breach than the Obſervance,. 
This heavy headed Revel, Eaſt and We 


Makes us traduc'd and tax'd of other Nations: ue 
* They clepe us Drunkards, and with ſwiniſh Praiſe 


F 


The Pith and Marrow of our Attribute. 
So oft it changes in particular Men, 
That for ſome vitious Mole of Nature in them » 
As 1n their Birth, wherein they are a guilty, . 


(Since Nature cannot chooſe his Origin) 
exion, 


orts of Reaſon 3; 


Or by ſome Habit that too much o'er-levens 
he Form of plauſive Manners, that theſe Men 


* Carrying 
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* Carrying, I ſay, the Stamp of one Defect, ww. 
© Being Nature's Livery, or Fortune's Star, 
* His, Virtues elle, be they as pure as Grace, 
As irfinite as Man may undergo, 
Shall in the general Cenſure rake Corruption 
From that particular Fault: The Dram of Eaſe 
* Doth all the noble Subſtance of a Doubt 


© To his own Scandal, 


Enter Gheſt, 

Her, Look, my Lord, where it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Miniſters of Grace defend us! 
Be tbou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd ; 
Bring with thee Airs from Heaven, or Blaſts from Hell; 
Be thy Intents wicked or charitable, | 
Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable Shape, 
That I will ſpeak to thee; Ill call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Daze; Oh! anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in Ignorance; but tell 
Why thy canoniz'd Bones hearſed in Death, 
Have burſt their Cearments ?- why the Sepulchre, 
Wherein we {aw thee quietly interr'd, 
Hath op'd bis ponderous and marble ſaws, 
To caft* thee up again? What may this mean, 
That thou dead Corſe again in complete Steel, 
Reviſit'ſt thus the Glimpſes of the Moon, 
Making Night hideous? And we Fools of Nature, 


So horrigly to ſhake our Diſpoſition 


With Thoughts beyond the Reaches of our Souls: | 
Say, Why is this? wherefore? what ſhould. we do?  - 
[ Ghoſt beckons Ham. 

Hor, It beckons you to go away with it, a 
As if it ſome Impartment did dere a 


To you alone. | 
Mar. Look with what courteous Action 
It waves you to a remote Ground; 
But do not go with it. | 
Hor. No by no means. [ Holding Hamlet, 
Ham, It will not ſpeak; then will 1 follow it. 
Hor. Do not, my Lord, 


Ham. 


* 
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Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear ? 
I value not my Life; 
And for my Soul, what can jt do to that? 
Being a thing immortal as it ſelf, 
It waves me forth again, I'll follow it. 
Hor. What if it tempts ycu towards the Food, my Lord, 
Or to the drezdfu1 Border of the Cliff, 
That bettels o'er his Baſe into tbe Sea, 
And there aſſume ſome other harrible Form, 
I « Which might deprive your Sovereignty of Reaſon, 
And draw you into Madneſs ? * Think of it, 
© © The very Place puts Toys of Deſperation, 
Without more Motive, into every Brain, 
That looks ſo many Fathoms te the Sca, 
* And hears it roar beneath, 
Ham. It waves me ſtill, 
Go on, I'll follow thee, 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. 
Ham. Hold off your Hands, 
Hor. Be rui'd,.you ſhall not go. 
Ham. My Fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Artery in this Body 
As hardy as the Nemean Lion's Nerve, 
Still I am call'd; unhand me, Gentlemen. 
By Heay'n I'll make a Ghoſt of him that letts me: 
| I fay away: Go on, III follow thee. 50 
Exeumt Ghoſt and Ham, 
Hor. He grows deſperate with Imagination. 
Mar. Let's follow; tis not fit thus to obey him, 
ms Hr. To what iſſue will this come: 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will diſcover it. : 
Mar. Nay let's follow him. [Exeunt. 
a 2 wv nn Ly [turther. 
am. ither wilt thou lead me? Speak, I'll go 
Ghoſi, Mark me, 9 
Ham, I will. | 
Ghoeft., My hour is al moſt come, 
hen I to ſulph'rous and tormenting Flames 
uſt render up my ſelf, 
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Ham Alas, poor Ghoſt. 
Ghoſt. Pity me not opt lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I wall anfol anfol tt 
Ham. Speak; I am em to hear. i 
Ghoſt. So art thou to fevenge what thou ſhalt hear. 
Ham. What? 
Ghoſt. I am thy Father's Spirit, 
Doom'd for a certain Term to Salk the Night, 
And for the Day confin'd to faſt in Fires, 
Till the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away : But that I am forbid 
To tell the Secrets of my Priſon- houſe, 
I could a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt Word : 
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood. 
Make thy two Eyes like Stars ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined Lecks to part, 1 
And each particular Hair to ſtand an end a 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupice ; ; 
But this eternal Blazon muſt not be + 
To Ears of Fleſh and Rlqod : lift, lift, O lit, | 
If thou didſt ever thy dear Father love. 
Ham. O Heaven! 
Ghoſt. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural Murder. 
Ham. Murder! 
Ghoft. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt i itis; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural, 
Ham. Haſte me to know't, that I with wings as uin 
As Mediation, or the Thoughts of Love, 
May fly to my Revenge. 
Ghoſt. I find thee apt, 
And duller ſhouldſt thou be than the * Weed 
That roots itſelf in eaſe on Lethe's Wharf, 
* Wouleſt thou not ſtir in this. Now Hamlet hear, 
'Tis given out, that ſleeping in my Garden 
A Serpent ſtung me: ſo the whole Ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged Proceſs of my Death 
Rankly abus'd. But know, thou noble Youth, - : 
The — that did ſting my Father's Heart, Aer 
Now wears his Crown. 1 


Ham, O my prophetick Soul, my Uncle 


rr rn 
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Gbeßß. Ay, that inceſtuous that adulterate Beaſt, 
Wich Witchcraft of his Wits, witk trait'rous Gifts, 


0 wicked Wits, and Gifts that have the Power 
15 © So to ſeduce; won to his ſhameful Luft. 


Ir, 


The Will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous Queen. 
0 Hamlet, what a falling 


was there 


Prom me, whoſe Love was of that Dignity, | 
That it went hand in hand even with the Vow - 
I made to her in Marriage? and to decline 


Upon a Wretch, whoſe natural Gifts were poor 
Too thoſe ef mine: but Virtue, as it never will be 
7 * Tho! Leudneſs court it in a ſhape of Heay'n ; 


moy'd, 


= * Sc Vice, tho' to a radiant 1185 link d, 


P Will fort it ſelf in a cel 
„And prey on Garbage. 


res, 


But ſoft, methinks, I ſcent the Morning Air. 


Brief let me be: Sleeping within my Garden, 


2 
on 
| 4 
* 
* 


My Cuſtom always of the Afternoon, 


Open my ſecure Heur thy Uncle ſtele 
ith Juice of curſed Hebona in a Vial, 


» And in the Porches of my Ears did 
Ihe leprous Diſtilment, whoſe Effe 


er. 


Hold ſuch an Enmity with Blood of Man, 


That ſwift as Quickfilver it courſes thro? 


The natural Gates and Alleys of the Body, 


ſwift 


. 


I 
1 
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And with a ſudden Vigour it does poſſeſs 
And curd, like eager Droppings into Milk, 
ze thin and wholſom Blood ; fo did it mine, 


And a moſt inſtant Tetter bark'd about, 


of-Lazar like, with vile and lothſom Cruſt, 
All my ſmooth Body. | 


Theos was I, ſleeping, by 'a Brother's Hand, 


f Life, of Crown, of Queen at once bereft, - 
ut off even in the Bloſſoms of my Sin. 


[ Unhouzzled, diſappointed, unanel'd, 
No reckoning e, but ſent to my account 


ith all my Imperfections on my Head: 
O horrible, O horrible, moſt horrible 


J f thou haſt Nature in thee, bear it not, 
Let not the Royal Bed * be 
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A Conch for Luxury and damned Inceſt. 

But howſoever thou purſu' this AR, 

Taint not thy Mind, nor let thy Soul defign 
Againſt thy Mother leave her to Heaven, 
And to thoſe Thorns that in het Boſom lodge, 
To goad and ſting her. Fare thee well at once, 
The Gloworm ſhews the Morning to be near, 
And 'gins to pale his une fectual Fire: 


Ham. O all you Hoſtof Heaven O Euch! wh elſe? &© | 
- And ſhall Neouple Hell? O fy hoid, hold my Heart, © © + 


And you my Sinews not Inſtant old, 

But bear me ſtrongly up. Remember thee! 

Ay, thou poor Ghoſt, while Memory holds a Seat 
In this diſtracted Globe; remember thee ! 

Yes, from the Table of my Memory, 

Fil wipe away all trivial fond 

All Regiſters of Books, all Forms and Preſſures paft, 
That Youth and Obſervation copied there, 

And thy Commandment all ſhall live 
Within the Book and Volume of my Brain, 

* Unmix'd with baſer matter; yes, by Heaven. 
O moſt pernicious Woman! ; 

O Villam, Villain, ſmiling damned Villain; 

My Tables; meet it is I ſhould ſet down, | 
That one may fmile, and ſmile, and be a Villain; 


At leaſt I'm ſure be may be ſo in Denmark. [Writing. 4 


So Uncle there you are: Now to my Word, 
It is, farewel, remember me; 
I have ſworn't. 
Hor. within. My Lord, my Lord. 
Mar. within. Lord Hamlet. 
Hor. within, Heavens fecure him! 
Ham. So be it. 
Hor. within. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hills, ho, ho, boy, come boy, come. 
Euter Horatio and Marcellus. 
Mar. How is't, my noble Lord? 
Ham. O wonderful ! 
- Hor. Good my Lord, tell it. 


Ham, 
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Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor, Not I, my Lord. 


Mar. Not I, my Lord. \ think it 
XZ Ham. How ſay you then, would Heart of Man once 
But you'll be ſecret. 


Both. As Death, my Lord. 
n Ham. There's ne'er a Villain 
. XZ Dwelling in all Denmark, 
Exit, ® But he's an arrant Knave. | [Grave, 
elſe? Hor. There needs no Ghoſt, my Lord, come from the 
cart, = To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right; 

And fo without more Circumſtance at all 

I hold it fit that we ſhake Hands and part: 

* You as your Buſineſs and Deſire ſhall point you 3 

For every Man hath Bufineſs and Deſire, 
SBrj!uch as it is; and for my own poor part, 
ft, I will go pray. | 

Her. Theſe are but wild and windy Words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am ſorry they offend you, heartily ; 
% © Yes faith, heartily. 
Hor. There's no offence, my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio g 
And much offence too : touching this Viſion here, 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you ; 

For your Deſire to know what is between us, 


3 O'er-maſter't as you may: And 7 7 Friends, 
| ers, 
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ting. 


As you are Friends, Scholars, and 
Grant me one poor Requeſt. 
Hor. What is't my Lord? we will. 

Ham Never make known what you have ſeen to-night, 


Both. My Lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay but ſwear't. 

Hor. In faith, my Lord, not I. 

Mar, Nor I, my Lord, in faith. 

Ham. vow my Sword, 

Mar. We have ſworn, my Lord, already. 
* Ham. Indeed upon my Sword, indeed. 


Ghoſt cries under the Stapes 
Ghoft, Swear. vu wy 
B 2 Ham, 
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Ham. Ha, ha, Boy, ſay'ſt thou ſo? art thou there, old ® 
True-penny ? | a. 2 
Come on, you hear this Fellow in the Celleridge, , 
Conſent to ſwear. t 4 — : 
Hor, Propoſe the Oath, my Lord... © 1 
Ham. Never to ſpeak of this that you have ſeen, * 
Swear by my Sword. | 


9 
5 "I 
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Ghoſt, below. Swear. | 3K 
Ham. Then we'll ſhift our ground; ; oY 
Come hither, hither, Gentlemen, a 
And lay your Hands again upon my Sword ; Pr 


Swear by my Sword, 

Never to ſpeak of this that you have heard. 15 
Ghoeſt below. Swear. [lo faſt? 
Ham. Well ſaid, old Mold, can'ſt thou work i'th' Kart! 

A worthy Pioneer! once more remove, good Friends. 

Hor. O day and night! but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a Stranger give jt welcome: 

There are more things in Heaven and Earth, Horatia, 

Than are dreamt of in your Philoſophy. But come, 

Here, as before, never, ſo help you. Mercy. 

(How ſtrange or odd ſoe er I bear my ſelt, 

As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet, 

To put an antick Diſpoſition on, 

That you at ſuch times ſeeing me, never ſhall 

With Arms encumbred thus, or Head thus ſhak'd, 

Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful Phraſe, 

As well, well, we know, or we could, and if we would, 

Or there be, or if there might, 

Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, to note) | 

'That you know eught of me, this you muſt ſwear, 

© So Grace and Mercy at your moſt need help you. 
Ghoſt. Swear. 

Ham. Ret, reſt, perturbed Spirit. So Gentlemen, 

With all my Love I do commend me to you ; 

And what ſo poor a Man as Hamlet is 

May do, t'expreſs kis Love and Friendſhip to you, 

Shall never fail: let us go in together, 2 

And ſtill your Fingers on your Lips, I pray, 


"Th: 
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old : The time is out of joint; O curſed Spite, 

| That ever I was born to ſet it right! = <1, 
Nay come, let's go together. (Exeunt. 
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ACTH. SCENE I 


. SCENE, Az Apartment in Polonius's Houſe- 
7 Enter Polonius, avith his Man. | 


pol. 8 I V E him this Money, and theſe two Notes, 
8 * Rey. T will, my Lord. Reynaldo. 
Pol. You ſhall do marvellous wiſely, Reynaldo, 
Before you viſit him, to make Inquiry | 
Of his Behaviour. 

ey. My Lord, I did intend it. 


— 


Pio. Marry well faid, very well ſaid ; look-you, Sir, 
Inquire me firſt what Danshers are in Paris, 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 
„ What Company, at what Expence : and finding 
= © 5 this encompaſſment and drift of Queſtion, 
That they do know my Jon, come you more near, 
Then your particular Demands will touch it, 
Take you as 'twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 
As thus, I know his Father, and his Friends, | 
And in part him: Do you mark this, Reyna/do ? 
Rey. Ay very well, my Lord. | 
Pol. And in part him, but you may ſay not well; 
But if it be he I mean, he's very wild, 
Addicted ſo and fo, and there put on him 
What Forgeries you pleaſe ; marry none fo rank 
. * As may diſhonour him, take heed of chat: 
But, Sir, ſuch wanton, wild and uſual Slips 
en, As are Companions noted, and moſt known 
Too Youthand Liberty. 
* Rey. As Gaming, my Lord, 
= | 6 Fob. Ay, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 
| & 8 drabbing; you may go ſo far. 
; * Rey. My Lord, that will diſhonour him. Po 
| YT Pal. 
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« Pol. Faith no, as you may ſeaſon. it in the Charge. 

* You muſt not put another Scandal on him, 

* 'That he 1s open to Incantinency, | 
That's not my meaning, but breathe his Faultsſoquaintly, 
That they may ſeem the Taints of Liberty, 7 
The Flaſh and Out-break of a frery Mind, bt 
A Savagenels.ig unreclaimed Blood 1 9 


Of general Aſſault. a * 4 
* Key. But, my dead 1rd. | be 
Pol. Wherefore ſhould you do this? if 


* Rey. Ay, my Lord, I would know that. , 

Pol. Marry, Sir, here's my Drift, 
* And I believe it is a Fetch of Wit. - 
* You laying theſe flight Sullies on my Son, 
As *twere a thing lutle ſoil'd with working, ; 
Mark you your Party in converſe, he you would ſound, 
Having ever ſeen in the ptesominate Crimes l 
* The Youth you breathe of guilty, be aflur'd 
He cloſes wich you in this Conſequence z 
Good Sir (or ſo) a Friend, or Gentleman, 
According to the Phraſe, or the Addition 
Of Man and Country. ä 

* Rey. Very good, my Lord. 

* Pol. And then, Sir, — this? be does; what was 
© T about oo a "AF 'N 
By the was about to fay mething, 
6 Where did I leave? 

* Rey. At cloſes in the Conſequence. 

6 Fal At cloſes in the Conſequence: Ay marry, 
« He cloſes thus; I know the tle man, 
I ſaw him yeſterday, or th' other day, 1 
Or then, or then, with ſuch or ſuch, and as 2 
There was he gaming, there o 'ertook. in's Rouſe, 4 
There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
© T ſaw him enter ſuch and ſuch a Houſe of Sale, 
* Fidelicet, a Brothel, or ſo forth. See you now, 
* Your Bait of Falſhood takes this Carp of Truth, 
And thus do we of Wiſdom and of Reach, 
With Windlaces, and with Eſſays of Bias, 
By Induefts find Directions out: 


6 & 
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So by my former Lecture and Advice | 
Shall you my Son: ou have me, have you not ? 

* Rey. My Lord, I have. 

* Pol. Good by t'ye, fare ye well. 
© Rey. Good, my Lord. 

© Pol. Obſerve his Inclination in your fel. 

© Rey. I ſhall, my Lord. 


7 © And let him ply his Maſick, 
3 


* Rey, Well, my Lord. [Exit Rey. 
ut l Enter Ophelia. 
Pol. Farewel. How now Ophelia, what's the matter ? 
Oph. O, my Lord, my Lord! 1 have been ſo attrighted-- 
Pol. With what? | 


Oph. My Lord as I was reading in my Claſet, 


Prince Hamlet, with his Doublet, all unbrac'd, 
No Hat upom his Head, his Stockings loode, 

= © Ungartred, and down gy ved to his Ancle, 
Pale as bis Shirt, his Knees knocking each other,. 
And with a Look ſo piteous, 

* As if he had been ſent from Hell 

| To ſpeak of Horrors, he comes before me. 


Pol. Mad for thy Love! 

Oph. My Lord, I do not know, 
But truly I do fear it. 

Pol. What ſaid he? 


Oph. He took me by the Wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his Arm, 


4 And with his other Hand thus o'er his Brow 


He falls to ſuch peruſal of my Face, 
As he would draw it: long ſtaid he ſo; 


; * Art laſt, a little ſhaking of my Arm, 
And thrice his Head tnus waving up and down, 
* He raiſed a Sigh fo piteous and profound, 


As it did ſeem to ſhatter all his Bulk, 

And end his Being. That done, he lets me go, 
And with his Head over his Shoulders turn d, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his Eyes; 
For out of doors he went without their helps, 
And to the laſt bended their Light on me. 


Pol. Come, ga with me, I will go ſeek the King: 


B 4 Thi 


This is the very Extaſy of Love, 
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* Whoſe violent Property fo it ſelf, 
And leads the Will to deſperate Undertakings, 
As oft as any Paſſion under Heaven 
That does afflict our Natures. I am ſorry ; 
* What! have you given him any hard words of late? 
Oph. No, my good Lord, but as you did command, 
I did repel his Letters, and deny'd E 
His Acceſs to me. | 5 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 
* I am ſorry that with better Heed and judgment 
I had not quoted him; I fear'd he did but trifle, 
* And meant to wrack thee: but beſhrew my Jealouſy, 
* It ſeems it is as proper to our Age 2 
* To caſt beyond our ſelves in our Opinions, 1 
As it is common for the younger ſort 4 
To lack Diſcretion.” Come, go with me to the King: 
This muſt be known, which being kept cloſe, might move 
— grief to hide, than hate to utter Love. x 
ome. 


[Excunt. 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Roſencraus, and Guildenflern, 
King. Welcome Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern; * 
Belides that i F ſee you, oh 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamlet's Transformation, fo I call it, 
Sith ner th' exterior, nor the inward Man 4 
* Reſcmbles that it was; what it ſhould be, ® 
More than his Father's Death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underſtanding of himſelf, * 
I caunot dream of. I intreat you both, 
That being of ſo young days brought up with him, 
And ſith ſo neighbour'd to his Youth and Haviour, 
That you vouchſaſe your Reſt here in our Court 
Some little time, ſo by your Companies 
To draw him on to Pleaſures, and to * gather 
* So much as from Occaſion you may' glean, 7 
Whet lr 


OH AMLET, Prince of Denmark. 33 


Whether ought to us unknown afflicts him thus, 
That lies within our Remedy. 

Duren, Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you: 
And ſure I am, two Men there are not living 5 
To whom he more adheres: if it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much Gentleneſs and Good -will, 
As to employ your Time with us awhile, 
For the Supply and Profit of our Hope, 
Your Viſitation ſhall receive ſuch Thanks 
As fits a King's Remembrance. 

Roſ. Both your Majeſties 


| Might, by the Sovereign Power you have over us, 


Put your dread Pleaſures more into command 


Than to intreaty, | | 
Guil. But we both obey, | 

And here give up our ſelves in the fall bent 

Te lay our ſelves freely at your feet. 0 
King. Thanks, Roſencraus, and gentle Guildenſtern. 
Queen. Thanks Guildenftern, and gentle Roſencraus, 


And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
'> My too much changed Son: go ſome ef you, 


And bring theſe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 


etl r 


Guil. Heaven make our Preſence and our Practices 
Pleaſant and helpful to him. | 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Roſ. & Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Th' Ambaſſadors from Norauay, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return d. 

* King. Thou ſtill haſt been the Father of good News, 

Pol. Have I, my Lord, I aſſure my good Liege 


1 hold my Duty as I. hold my Soul, 

= © Both to my God, and to my ous King: 
*. © And' I do think, or elſe this Brain of mine 
= Hunts not the Trial of Policy fo ſure 


As it has uſed to do, that I have found. 


| The very Cauſe of Hamlets Lunacy. 


King. O ſpeak of that, that I do lony to hear. 
Pal. Give firſt admittance to the Ambaſſadors : 


e My News thall be the Fruit to that great Feat 


B * * Kings. 


34 HAM, Pine of Deomark. 


* King. Thy ſelf do grace tothem, and bring 3 
| . r. . 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath. found © 
The Head and Source of all your Son's Diſtemper. 
Auen. I doubt it is no ether but the main, 
His Father's Death, and our haſty Marriage. 
Enter Polonius and Ambafiaders. Friends: 
8 Well, we fhall ſift him: welcome my good 
Say. YVoltimand, what ſrom our Brothes Norway 2 
Vol. Moſt fair Returna of Greetings and Defire; 
Upon our firſt he ſent out te ſuppreſa 5 
* His Nephew's Levies, which, 2 im appear d 
To be a Preparation * Pallack, 
* But better look'd into, he truly found | 
It was againſt your Highneſs: whereat griev'd 


* That ſe his Sickneſs, Age, and Impotence f 
Was falſly borne in Hand, ſends out Arreſta 2 
* On Fortinkees, which he in brief obeys, N 
* Receives Rebuke from Moraes, and in fine, x 
Makes Vow before. his Uncle, neves more vir i 


To give th' Aſſay of Arms again your Mayeſty : 
Whereon old Naraway, overcame with Joy, 
* Gives him three thouſand Crowns. in annual Fee, 
And his Commiſlion to employ thoſe Saldiats, 
* $o levied as before againſt the Pollach : 
With an Intreaty herein farther {hown, 
© That it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
* Thro' your Dominions for this. Enterpriae, 

On ſuch Regards of Safety and Allowance 
As herein are ſet down. | 

* King. It likes us well, - | 
And at aur more conſider d tima we'll read, 
Anſwer and think upon this Buſineſs: q 
Mean time we thank you for your well-took Labour, * 
Go to your reſt, at Nigut we'll tealt together: a 
* Moſt welcome home. FEx. Anbaf. 
Pol. This Fuinchs is well ended. . _ 

My Liege and Madam, do cxpotulate 
What Majetty ſhould be, what Duty is, ' 
Why Day is Day, Night Night, and Time is E * 4 

. ere MN 
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Were nothing but to waſte Night, Day and Time: 
Therefore Brevity is the Soul of Wit, | 
And Tediouſneſs the Limbs and outward Flourlſhes, 
I will be brief; your noble Son is mad, 

Mad call Pit; for to define true Madneſs, 

What is't but to be nothing elſe but mad? 


But let _—_ 
Quer. More Matter with lefs Art. 
Pol. Madam, I ſwear I uſe no Art at all, 
That he's mad, tis true; tis true, tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, tis true: a fooliſh Figure, 
But farewel it, for T will uſe no Art. 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remaing 
That we find out the Caufe of this Effect, 
Or rather ſay the Caufe of this Defect, 
For this Effect deſective comes by Cauſe : 
Thus it remains, and the Remainder thus. Conſider, 
I have a Daughter, and while ſhe is mine, 
Who in her Daty and: Obedience, [mark, 
Hath given me this : Now gather and ſurniſe. [ Readi. 
To the Celeſtial and my Hul, Idol, the of beautified 
Ophelia: That's an ill Phraſe, a vile Phraſe ; beautified is 
a vile Phraſe : but you ſhall hear— thus in ber excel 
Ant white Boſom, Theſe, &c. 
Seen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
Pol. Good Madam, ſtay a while, I will be faichful. 
Doubt that the Stars are Fire, 
Daubt that the Sun doth move. 
Drnbe Truth to be a Lyar, 
But never doubt I hu. 
O dear Ophelia, Fam ill at theſe Numbers, I have not 
Art to reckon my Groans ; but that I love thee beft, O 
moſt beft. believe it: Adieu, Thine evermore, moſf# dear 
Lady, whil? this Machine is to him, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my Daughter ſhewn me, 
And more concerning his Sollicitings, 
As they fell out by Time, by Means, and Place, 
All given to mine Far. 
King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd is Love? 
Py. What do you think of me? | 


King. 
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King. As of a Man faithful and honourable. = + 
Pol. I would fain prove ſo; but what might you think, 

When had ſeen this hot Love on the wing? 

As 1 perceiv'd it (I muſt tell you that) | 

© Before my Daughter told me; what might you 

Or my dear Majeſty your Queen here think, 

If I had ! plaid the Desk or Table-book, 

* Or given my Heart a winking, mute and dumb, 


Or look'd upon this Looe with idle fight, 


What might you think?* No, I went round to work, 


And my young Miſtreſs thus I charg'd : 


Lord Hamlet is a Prince above thy Sphere, 
This muſt not be; and then I Precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould lock her ſelf from his Reſort, 
Admit no Meſſengers, receive no Tokens. 
Which done, ſhe took the Fruits of my Advice 
And he repell'd, a ſhort Tale to make, 4 
Fell into a Sadneſs, then into a Faſt, 
* Thence to a Watch, then into a Weakneſs, 
Thence to a Lightneſs, and by this Declenſion, 
Into the Madneſs wherein he now raves, _ _ - 
And all we mourn for. _ , 
. King. Do you think 'tis this? | 
Queen. It may be very likely. F that) 
Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time (I would fain know 


4 


That I have poſitively faid tis fo, 
When it prov'd otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know. | 

Pol. Take this from this; if this be otherwiſe, 
If Circumſtances lead me, I will find 
Where Truth is hid, tho' it were hid indeed 
Within the Center 

. King. How may we try it farther ? 

Pal. Sometimes he walks four hours together 
Here in the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

Pal. At ſuch a time I'll locſe my Daughter to him. 
So pleaſe your Majeſty to hide your ſelf 
Behind the Arras then : 

Mark the Encounter: if he love her not, 12 


nd 


being a good kiſſing Carrion 
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And be not from his Reaſon fal'n thereon, 
Letmie be no Aſſiſtant for a State, 
But keep a Farm and Carters. 
King. We will try it. 
Ester Hamlet reading. Bd na, 
Ares. But look where ſadly the poor Wretch comes 


reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beſeech you both away. 
1257 [Exeunt King and Queer. 

I'll board him preſently. * O give me leave. | 
How does my Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent well, | 

Pol. Do you know me, my Lord? 

Ham, Excellent well, you are a Fiſhmonger. 

Pol. Not I, my Lord. 

Ham, Then I would you were ſo honeſt a Man. 

Pol. Honeſt, my Lord. | | 

Ham. Ay Sir, to be honeſt as this World goes, 


| Is to be one Man pickt out of ten thouſand. 


Pol. That is very true, my Lord. 
Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots in a dead Dog, 
Have you a Daughter ? 


Pol. I have, my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk öth' Sun; Conception is a 
Bleſſing, but as your Daughter may conceive, Friend 
look to't. 8 

Pol. How ſay you by that ?* Still harping on ny 
Daughter; yet he knew [ 4fde.] me not at firft, but ſaid 
] was a Fiſhmonger ; he is far cp and truly in my 
Youth I ſuffer'd much extremity for Love; very near this. 
I'll peak to him again: What do you read my, Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. | 

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord? 

Ham. Between who? 

Poel. I mean the matter that you read, my Lord? 

Ham. Slanders, Sir; for the Satirical Rogue ſays here, 
that old Men have grey Beards, that their Faces are wrink- 
kd, their Eyes purging thick Amber, and Plumbtree- Gum, 
and that they have a moſt plentiful lack of Wit, together 
with moſt weak Hams ; all which, Sir, tho' I mot = 

| tently 
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tently believe, yet I hold it not Honeſty to have it thus: 
ſet down; for you yourſelf, Sir, ſhall grow ald, as — 
if like a Crab you could ga backward. 
Pol. Tho' this be Madneſs, yet there in Method it: 
Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord? 
Ham. Into my Grave. 5 
Pet. Marry, that s ouj of the Air indeed: how reg- 
nant his Replies are Fa ineſs that often Madneks hits 
onz © Which Reaſon and Sanity could not ſo happily be 
* deliver'd of. I will leave him and my Daughter. My 
Lord, I will take my leave of you. 
Ham. You cannot take from me any thing chat I will 
not more willingly part withal, except my Life. 
Pol. Fare you well, Lord. 
Ham. Theſe tedious old Fools. 
Enter Guildenſters and 
Pol. You go ſeek the Lord Hamlet, there he is. [Exit, 
Rof. Save | 
54 My —— Lord. 
Ro/. My moſt dear Lord. 
Ham My excellent gonad Friends Fhow doſt thon C 
? Ah Ro/encraus, good Lads! how do you hoch- 
* Ro/. As the indifferent Children of the Earth, 
Cuil. Happy in that we are not over happy; en Nor- 
tuned Cap we are not the very Button. 
Han. Nor the Soles of her Shoe. 
Gul. Neither, my Lordi 
© Hem. Then yau live about ken waſte, o or in. the 
6 middle of her Favour. . 
Gui. Faith, in her Pmvates we. 
* Ham. In the ſecret to of Fortune; Oh moſt true 


© ſhe is a Strumpet, Well, what News ? 


Re,, None, my Lord, bus the World's grown honeſt. 


Hem. Then is Doomſday near; ſave your News is not 
true: Let me queſtion more in particular: What have 
* you, my good Friends, deſerv'd at the hands of For- 
tune, that ſhe ſends you to Priſon hither? 
Cuil. Priſon, my Lord? 
Ham. Denmark's a Priſon. 
* Rab Then is the World: one. 


* - 
H. | 
* 


is 
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| * Hem, A goodly one, in which there are many Cans 
* finds, Wards and Dungeons; Dermerk being one ot 
* work. Si Mw LYLD 2K 1 p | 
Fo We think not ſo, my r | 

Ham. Why then 'tis none te you ; for there is no- 
* thing either good or had, hut thinking makes it fo: 
© To me it is a Priſon. "yp | 

* Rofſ. Why then your Ambition makes it one: Tis 
* t09. narrow for your Mine. 

© Ham. O God! I could be bound in a, Nut-hell; 
© and count my ſelf a King of infinite pace, were it not 
that L have bad Dreams, lis tot : F1 
G. Which Dreams indeed are Ambitian ; for the 
© very Salaſtanes of the Ambitious is meerly the Shadow 
* of a Dream, | 

Hem. A Dream it ſelf is hut a Shadow. 

Ke. Truly. and I hold Ambition of fo airy and light 
< a Quality, that it is but a Shadow's Shadew. 

Ham. Thea: ate eur Beggars Bodies, and our Me- 
< parchs and out-Grach'd Heroes, the Beggars Shadows. 
* Shall we to th Court for hy nay fey. I cannot reaſan. 

. * Bough, Wen wait upon. you EL 

Ham No ſach matter; I will not fart you, with the: 
< x6 of ray Servants ; far to ſpeak to yon like an honeſt 
Man, I am moſt dreadfully attended But in the beaten: 
way of Friend ip, what wakes you at FAA ? 

Rok To viſit you, my Lord, na ocher Occaſion, 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks, 
but I thank yen; © and ſure, dear Friends, my Thanks 
ate too dear a halkperyy.* Were you. not ſent far? Is 
it yaur on inclining ? is it a free Viſitation } Come, 
come, deal juſtly with me; nay ſpeale. 

Cuil. What: hould we ſoy, my Lords 

Ham. Any thing, but to the purpoſe you. were ſong 
for ; there is a kind of Confeſſion in xour Looks, Which 
your Modefties have not craft enough to colour, I kngw 
the good King and Queen have ſent for you | 

Ro/. To what end. my Lord.? 0 

Ham, Nay: chat you: mult teach me: But let me con- 


= jure you, by the Rights of. eur Fellowſhips, by the Con- 


ſonancy 
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ſonancy of our Youth, by the Obligation of our Love, 
and by what more dear, a better Pr could 

you withal, be even and direct with me, whetite you 
were ſent for or no. 

| Ro/. What ſay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I have an eye of you 3 if you be 
me, hold not off. 

Cuil. My Lord, we were ſent for. | 

Ham. I will tell you why, ſo ſhall my Anticipation 

vent your Diſcovery, and your Secrecy to the King and 
— moult no Feather: I have of late, but wherefore 
I know not, loſt all Mirth, forgone all Cuſtom of Ex- 
erciſes, * and indeed it goes ſo heavily with my Diſpo- 
* ſition,” that this goodly Frame, the Earth, ſeems to me 
a ſteril Promontory : This moſt excellent Canopy the Air, 
* this brave o'er- 4 Firmament, ' this majeſtical Roof 
fretted with golden Fire, why it appears nothing to me 
but a foul and A urge Congregation of Vapours. What 
a Piece of Work is Man! how noble in Reaſon ! how 
infinite in Faculties! in Form and Moving how 7 
and ad mirable! in Action how like an Angel! in — 
henſion the Beauty of the World, the Paragon of Ani- 
mals! And yet to me what is this Quinteſſence of Duſt ? 
Man delights not me, nor Woman neither, tho' by your 
ſmiling you ſeem to ſay ſo. 

Ro/. My Lord, there was no ſueh ſtuff in my Thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when J ſaid Man de- 
lights not me ? 

Rof. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenten Entertainment the Players ſhall receive from 
you: we met them on the way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service. 

Ham. He that plays the King ſhall be welcome, his 
Majeſty ſhall have Tribute of me, the adventrous Knight 
ſhall uſe his Foil and Target, the Lover ſhall not ſigh 


gratis, the humorous Man ſhall end his part in peace, and 


the Lady ſhall ſpea k her Mind freely, or the blank Verſe 
hall halt for't. What Players are they? 
Ro/. Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch * 


m, the Tragedians of the City. 
| Ham, 


1 
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Ham. How ehances it they travel? their Reſidence 
both in Reputation and Profit was better both ways. 

Ro/. I think their Inhibition comes by the means 
the late Innovation. 8 

Ham. Do they hold the fame Eftimation they did when 
I was in the City ? Are they fo follow d ? 

Rof. No indeed they are not. 

* Ham. How comes it? do they grow rufty ? 

'* Rof. Nay, their Endeavour keeps in the wonted pace? 
* but there is, Sir, an Airy of Children, little Yaſes, that 
* cry out on the top of Queſtion, and are moſt tyran- 
« nically clap'd for t: theſe are now the Faction, and fo 
* he-rattle the common Stages (ſo they call them) that 
© many wearing Rapiers, are afraid of Gooſe-Quills, and 
dare ſcarce come thither. | | 

* Ham. What, are they Children? Who maintains'em ? 
How are they eſcoted? will they * the Quality 
* no longer than they can ſing? Will they net ſay after- 
« wards, if they ſhould grow themſelves to common 
© Players, as it is moſt like, if their means are no better, 
© their Writers do them wrong to make them exclaim 
againſt their own Succeſſion ? 

* Rof. Faith, there has been much to do on both ſides; 
and the Nation holds it no Sin to tarre them te Con- 
* troverſy. There was for awhile no Money bid for Ar- 
gument, unleſs the Peet and the Player went to Cuffs in 
the Queſtion, © . 

* Ham, Ist poſſible? 

k Gail. Oh there has been much throwing about of 
Brains! | 

* Ham. Do the Boys carry it away ? ; 

Re,. Ay, that they do, my Lord, Hercules and his 
* Load too. | 

Ham. It is not very ſtrange; for my Uncle is King of 
Denmark, and thoſe that would make Mouths at him 
while my Father lived, new give twenty, forty, fifty, nay 
a hundred Ducats apiece for his Picture in little: there 
is ſomething in this more than natural, if Philoſophy 
could find jt out. | [4 Flourto. 

Guil. Shall we call the Players? 

| ; Ham, 


Faſhion and Cereme 


4a Hur r, Prince of Denmark. 


Klam. Gentlemen, you are weleome to E 
hands : come then, Appurtenance of 
we et mo comply with you in 
* this Garb, leſt my Extent to the * — which I tell 
# — muſt ſhew fairly outwards, ſhould more appear like 
* Entertainment than yours; you are welcome: but my 
Uncle-Father and Aunt- Mother are decei'd. 
Cuil. In what, my dear Lord? 
Nen. I am but mad North-North-Weſt ; when the 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Hand-faw. 
Enter Polonius. 
' Fed. Well be with you, Gentlemen. ? 
. Ham. Hark you, Guzi/denffern and Roſencraus ; that 
Font Baby that you ſee there is not yet out of bis ſwadling 
outs. | 


Fe * he is the ſecond time come to them, for 
they ſay an old Man is twice a Child. . | 
| | "eb 1 propheſy that he comes o tell me of the 
Players; mark it: you. ſay right, Sir, + Monday- morning 


was then indeed, 
Pot My Lord, I have news to tell you. | 1 
Ham. My Lerd, I have News to tell you; when Rey 
rin was an Actor in Nome 

Hel, The Attors ate come hither, my Lord. 

Ham. Bus, bus, | 
' Pol. mine Honour. 

Ham. Then came each Actor on his Aſs —— 

Pol. The beſt Actors in the World, either for Tragedy, 
Comedy, Haftery, Paſtoral, Paſtoral-Comical, Hiſtorical- 
Paſtoral; Scene individable, or Poem unlimited: Sene- 
ea cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light for the 
Law oi Wit and Liberty. Theſe are the only Men. 

Ham. O Jeptha, Judge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure 
hadſt thou 

Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, the 
which he loved paſſing well. | 

Pol. Still on my Daughter. [ Hide. 
. * Ham. Am I not i'th' right, old Jeptha? 


s Pol. 
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tell 


ar like 
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* come give us à Taſte of your Quality, come, a 
Speech. 


The rugged Pyrrbus, he whoſe ſable Arms, 
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Pol. If your call me ha, my Lord, I have a 
Paughter that I love well. | 

Ham. Nay that follows not. 

Pol. Nay: what follows then. my Lord? . 

Ham. Why as by lot God wat, and then you know 


it eame to pale as moſt like it was: The firſt Row of 
the Rubrick will ſnew you more, for look where my A 


bridgment comes. 
| | Enter Planer:. 

Ham. * Yay are welcome Maſters, welcome all, Iam 
* glad to ſee thee well; welcome good Friends. Oh my 
old Friend! why thy Face is valanc'd fince I ſaw thee 
lat, com'ſt thou to beard me in Denmark ? What my 
young Lady and Miſtreſs! marry your Ladyſhip is grown 
nearer to Heaven than when 1 ſaw you laſt by the Alti- 
tude of a Chopin; I wiſh Voice, like a piece of 
uncurrent Gold, be not erack'd within the Ring, Maſters, 
you are all welcome, we'll e'en to't like friendly Falco- 
ners, fly at any thing we ſee, we'll have a Speech-ſtraight; 
paſſionate: 


Players. What Speech, my Lord? 

Ham. I heard thee frank — — once, but it was 
never acted, or if it was, not above once, for the Play 
I remember pleaſed not the Millien, twas Caviare to 
the Multitude z © but it was as I receiv'd it and others, 
* whole Judgments in ſuch matters cried in the top of 
mine, an excellent Play, well digeſted in the Scenes, ſet 
* down with as much Modeſty as Cunning, I remember 
one ſaid there were no Sallets in the Lines to make the 
matter ſavoury, nor no matter in the Phraſe that might 
« indite the Author of Affection, but call'd it an honeſt 
Method, as wholſome as ſweet, and by very much 
more handſome than fine.” One Speech in't 1 chiefly 


loved, 'twas Mncas's talk ta Dido, and thereabout of it 


eſpecially when he ſpeaks of Priam's Slaughter; if it live 
in your Memory, begin at this Line, let me ſee, let me 
ſee The rugged Pyrrhus like th Hircanian Bealt : 
Beaſt, no, that's not it, yet it begins with Fyrrhus. 


Black 


Seeming to feel his Blow, with flaming top 
'< Stoops to his Baſe, and with a hideous Craſh 
Takes priſoner Pyzrrhus Ear: For lo his Sword, 
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Black as his Purpoſe did the Night reſemble, - - 
When he lay couchad in th' ominous Horſe, 


* Hath now his Beard and black, Complexion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry more diſmal ; head to foot 


© Now ts he total Gules ; horribly trick - 


Wich Blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 
* Bak'd and impaſted with the parching Streets, F 
That lend a tyrannous and a damned Light 
* To their Lord's Murder ; roafted in Wrath and Fire, 
And thus oer-ciſed with ceagulate Gore, 
© With Eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrbus 
Old Grandfire Priam ſeeks. So proceed you. 
Fol. My Lord, well ſpoken, with good Accent, and 
good Diſcretion. | 
Ham. So procecd you. 
Play. Anon he finds him. 


Striking too ſhort at Greeks, his antick Sword 
Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls, kl 
'Repugnant to cemmand ; unequal match'd MY 


Pyrrhns at Priam drives, in Rage ſtrikes wide, 
But with the wiff and wind of his fell Sword, + 
Th' unnerv'd Father falls. Then ſenſeleſs Ilium, 


Which was declining on the milky Head 

Of Reverend Priam, ſeem' d i'th' Air to flick ; 

©" So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus ſtood, 

* And like a Neutral to his Will and Matter 

* Did nothing. | 

But as we often ſee againſt ſome Storm, 

A Silence in the Heaven, the Rack ſtands till, 
The bold Wind ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 

As huſh as Death; anon the dreadful Thunder 
Doth rend the Region: So after Pyrrhus pauſe, 
A rouſed Vengeance ſets him new awork, 

And never did the Cyclops Hammers fall 

On Mars his Armour, forg'd for proof etern, 
With leis Remorſe than Pyrrhus' bleeding Sword 
Now falls on Priam. . | 


Out, 


4 
33 4 
* 4 

4 IF 
8 

wy 


a * a - & 


ut, 


HAMLE T, Prince of Denmark. 45 


Out, out thou Strumpet Fortune! © All you Gods 

In general Synod take away her Power, 

Break all the Spokes and Felloes from her Wheel, 

And boul the reul Nave down the Hill of Heaven 

As low as to the Fiends. 

Pol. I his 1s too E | 

Ham. It ſhall te the Barber's with your Beard: prithee 

ſay on, he's for a Jig, or a Tale of Bawdry, or he ſleeps. 

Say on, come to Hecuba. | 
Play. But who alas, had ſeen the mobled Queen ? 
Ham. 'The mobled Queen ! 
Pal. That's good. [Flames; 
Play. Run bare- foot up and down, threatniug the 

A Clout upon that Head ä 

Where late the Diadem ſteod, and for a Robe, 

About her lank, and all o'er-teemed Loins, 

A Blanket in th' Alarm of Fear caught up. 

Who this had ſeen with Tongue in Venom ſteep'd, 

Gainſt Fortune's State would Treaſon have pronounc'd: 


But if.the Gods themſelves did fee her then, 
When ſhe law Pyrrhus make malicious Sport, 


* In mincing with his Sword her Husband's Limbs, 
* The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made, 
* Unleſs Things mortal move them not at all, 
Would have made milch the burning Eyes of Heav'n, 
And Paſſion in the Gods. 
Pol. Look where he has not turn'd his Colour, and has 
Tears in's Eyes. Prithee no more. | 
Ham. is well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of this 
ſoon. Good my Lord, will you ſee the Players well be- 
ſtewed? do you hear? let them be well uſed, for they are 
the Abſtract and brief Chronicles of the Time: After 
your Death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, than 
their ill Report while you live. 
Pol. My Lord I will uſe them according to their Deſert. 
Ham. Much better; uſe every Man, Sir, according to 
his Deſert, and who ſhall ſcape whipping ? Uſe them af- 
ter your own Honour and Dignity; the leſs they deſerve, 
the more Merit'is in your Bounty. Take them in. 
_ Pol. Come Sirs. 
Han. 


Haut, Prince of Denmark. 

Ham. Follow him, Friends; we'll have a Play te mer. 

row. Doſt thou hear me, old Friend? Can you play 
the Murder of Gonzago? * | 

Play. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to morrew night: you could for 
need ſtudy a Speech of ſome dozen Lines, which I would 
ſer down and inſert in it, could you not ? 

Play. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well; follow that Lord, and look you mock 
him not. My good Friends, I'll leave you till Night; 
you are welcome to E/jnoor. 1 

Rof. Farewel, my Lord. [Exeunt all but Hamlet. 

Ham. * I fo, Good by t'ye: | | 
O what a Wretch and pleaſant Slave am I! 

Is it not monltrous that this Player here, 
l But in a Fiction, in a Dream of Paſſion, 

664 Could force his Soul fo to his own' Conceit, 
WW That from her working all the Viſage warm'd, 
nh Tears in his Eyes, Diſtraction in's A — 

Wil A broken Voice, and his whole Funttion ſuitirg 
4 With Forms to his Conceit, and al for nothing, 8 
1 For Hecuba? | 4 
"Hh What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 7 
115 That he ſhould weep for her? What would he do, 
bu Had he the Motive, and that Ground for Paſion 
Wo That I have? he would © drown the Stage with Tears, 
0 : And cleave the general Ear with id Speech 

ul Make mad the Guilty, and appall the Free, 
Cenfound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The very Faculties of Eyes and Ears: yet I, 

| « A dull and muddy-mettled Raſcal, 
#10 Li obn-a-dreams, unpregnant of my Cauſe, 
q | f And 4 ſay nothing; no not for a Kin 
"Mi Upon whoſe Property and moſt dear Life 
* A damn'd Defeat was made: Am I Coward? 
* Who calls me Villain, breaks my Pate a-croſs, 
* Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my Face, 
« Twekes me by the Noſe, _ me the Lye i'th' Throat 
* As deepas to the Lungs. Who does me this ? 
* Ha! why ſhould 1 it, for it cannot be, 
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But I am Pigeon. liver d and lack Gaul 

Toe make Oppreſſion bitter, or ere this 

I ſhould have fatted all the Region Kites 

With this Slave's Offal. Bloody, bawdy Villain! | 
* Remorſelefs, treacherous, leacherons, kindleſs Villain! 
Why what an Aſs am I? This is moſt brave, | 
That I, the Sen of a dear Father murder'd, 

* Prompted to my Revenge by Heaven and Hell, 

« Muſt, like a Whore, unpack my Heart with Words, 
And falla curſing like a very Drab, a Scullion ; fy upor't! 


About my Brain: hum.” I have heard Loh! 


That guilty Creatures ſitting at a Play, 

Have by the very Cunning of the Scene 

Been ſtruck ſo to the Soul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their Malefactions: 

For Murder, tho' it have no Tongue, will ff 

With more miraculous Organ.“ I'Il have theſe Players 
Play ſomething like the Murder of my Father, 
Before my Uncle; I'll obſerve his Looks, 


2 I'll tent him to the quick, if he look pale. 
I know my Courſe. The Spirit that I have ſeen 


May be a Devil, and the Devil may have powes 

To aſſume a pleaſing Shape; yea and perhaps 

* Outof my Weakneſs and my Melancholy, 

* As he is very | mg with ſuch Spirits, 

* Abuſes.me to damn me.” I'll have Grounds 

More relative than this; the Play's the thing, 

Wherein [I'll catch the Conſcience of the King, [Zxve. 
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ACT WH SCENE I. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſencraus, ? 
Guildenſtern, Gentlemen, and Guards. 


King. ND can you by no Drift of Conference 


= > Get from him, why he puts on this Confuſion, 
* Grating ſo harſhly all his days of Quiet 


* With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy ? 


Re /. 
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Roſ. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted, 
But from what Cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 

* Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be founded, 
But with a crafty Madneſs keeps aloof, 

When we would bring him on to ſome Confeſſion. 
Of his true State. | 

Queen. Did he receive you well! 

Roſ. Moſt civilly. 

Gail. But with — forcing of his Diſpoſition. 
Roſ. Unapt to queſtion; but of our Demands 
Moſt free in his Reply. | 

Queen. Did you invite him to any Paſtime? 

Ro/. Madam, it ſo fell out that certain Players 
We o'er-took on the way ; of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſcem in him a kind of ſoy 
To hear of it: they're here about the Court, 

And as I thin: they have already order 
This Night to play before him. 

Pol. "Tis moſt true, 
And he beſecched me to intreat your Majekics 
To hear and ſee the matter. 

King. With all my Heart, 
And it Faid much content me 
To hear — ſo inclin'd: 
Good Gent! 1 give him a further Edge, 
And urge him to theſe Delights. 


Roſ. We ſhall, my Lord. [Exeunt Roſ. & Gull. 


King. Sweet Gertrads, leave us too, 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he as 'twere by accident may meet 

belia here; her Father and my ſelf 

ill ſo beſtow our ſelves, that ſeeing and * 
We may of their Encounter judge, 
And gather by him as he is behav'd, 
If it be the Affliction of Love or no. 
* That thus he ſuffers for. 

Queen. I ſhall obey you: 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do with 
That your good Beaut.es be the bappy Cauſe 
Of Hamlets Wildneſs: fo ſhall I hope your Virtues 


Will 
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Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
Jo both your Honours, Exit Queer. 
Oph. Madam, I wiſh it may. 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here whilſt we 


If fo your Majeſty ſhall pleate) retire conceal'd: 


* Read on this Book, 
hat ſhew of ſuch an Exerciſe may colour 
* Your Lonelineſs. We are oft to blame in this, 
is too much prov'd, that with Devotion's V :{age, 
And pious Action, we do ſugar v'er 
« The Devil himſelf. 
* King. O is too true: 
How imart a Laſhthat Speech doth give my-Cunſcience! 
Tine Harlot's Cheek beautified with plaſtring Art, 
s not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my Deed to my moſt painted Word: 
O heavy Burden! 
Pol. I hear him coming, retire, my Lord. 
[Exeunt King and Pol. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. To be or not to be, that is the Queſtion ; 
Whether *us nobler in the Mind to ſuffer 
The Slings and Arrows of dügtageous Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againit a Sea of Troubles, 
And by oppoſing end them: To die to ſleep 
No more; and by a Sleep to ſay we end 
The Heart-ach, and the thouſand natural Shocks 
That Fleſh is Heir to; 'tis a Conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd, to die to ſleep j — 
To ſleep perchance to dream: ay there's the Rub; 
For in that Sleep of Death what dreams may co.nz, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal Coil, 
Mult give us pauſe, there's the Reſpet 
That makes Calamity of fo long Life | 
For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of Time 
Th' Oppreſſor's Wrong, the proud Man's Contumely, 
The Pangs of deſpis'd Love, the Law's Delay, 
The Inſolence of Office, and the Spurns 
That patient Merit of th' Unworthy tales, 
When as himſelf might his 2uietus make 
: C 
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With a bare Bodkin? Who would Fardels bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary Life ? 
But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
Ihe undiſcover'd Country, from whoſe Bourn 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the healthful Face of Refolation 
Is ſicklyed o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought, 
And Enterprizes of great pith and moment 
With this regard their Currents turn away, 
And loſe the Name of Action. Soft you now,” 
The fair Ophelia, Nymph, in thy Orailons 
-Be all my Sins remembred. 
Ob. Good my Lord, how do ye? 

Ham. I humbly thank you, well. 

Oph. My Lord, I have Remembrances of yours, 
That I have long'd to re-deliver, 

Pray you now receive them. | 

Ham. No, not I, I never gave you ought. 

.Oph. My honour'd Lord, you know right welt you did. 
And with them words of {6 ſweet Breath compos'd, 

As made theſe things more rich : Their Perfume loſt, 
Take theſe again; for to the noble Mind 

Rich Gifts wax poor, when Givers prove unkind, 
There, my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeſt ? 

Opb. My Lord 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Oph. What means your Lordſhip? | | 
Ham. That if you be honeſt and fair, you ſhould ad- 
mit no Diſcourſe to your Beauty. 

Oph. Could Beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
than with Honeſty? | 

Ham. Ay truly, for the Power of Beauty will ſooner 
transform Honeſty from what it is to a Bawd, than the 
Force of Honeſty can tranſlate Beauty to his Likeneſs: 
Inis was ſometime a Paradox, but now the time gives it 

roof. I did love you once. —=— 
Oph. 
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Opb. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe ſo. 

Ham. You ſhould - not have believ'd me, for Virtue 
cannot ſo evacuate our old ſtock, but we ſhall reliſh of 
it: | lov'd you not. | 

Oph. I was the more deceiv'd. | 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnery, why wouldf thoü be a 
Breeder of Sinners? I am my ſelf indifferent honeſt, but 
yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were better 
my Mother had not bore me. I am very proud, revenge- 
ful, ambitious, with more Offences at my back than I 
have Thoughts to put them in, Imagination to give them 
ſhape, or 1'ime to act them in: What ſhould ſuch Fel- 
lows as I do crawling between Earth and Heaven? We 
arc arrant Knaves, believe none of us; go thy ways to 
a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? | 

Oph. At home, my Lord. X 

Ham. Let the Doors be ſhut upon him, 
That he may play the fool no where but in's own Houle : 
Farewel. 

Oph. O help him, you ſweet Heavens 

Ham. If thou doſt marry, I'll give thee this Plague for 
thy Dowry ; Be thou as chaſte as Ice, as pure as Snow, 
thou ſhalt not ſcape Calumny ; get thee to a Nunnery. 
Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a Fool, for wiſe Men 
know well-enough what Monſters you make of them: 
To a Nunnery go, and quickly too farewel, 

Oph. Heavenly Powers, reſtore him ! * 

Ham. I have heard of your Paintings well enough: 
Nature hath given you one Face, and you make your 
ſelves another; you jig and amble, and you liſp, you 
nick-name Heaven's Creatures, and make your Wanton. 
neſs your Ignorance; go to, I'll no more on't, it hath 
made me mad: I ſay we will have no more Marriages, 
thoſe that are married already, all but one ſhall live, the 
reſt ſhall keep as they are. Toa Nunnery go. [Exit. 

Oph. O what a noble Mind is here o'erthrown ! 
© The Courtier's, Seldier's, Scholar's Eye, Tongue, Sword, 
The Expectation and Roſe of the fair State, 4 
The Glaſs of Faſhion, and the Mould of Form, 
The oblerv'd of all nn quite, quite down, * 

| 2 n 
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And of Ladies moſt deject and wretched, 


That ſunk'd the Hony of his Muſick Vows ; 


Now fee that noble and moſt ſovereign Reaſon, 

Like fweet Bells jangled out of tune and harſh, 

* 'T'hat unmatch'd Form and Stature of blown Youth 
© Blaſted with Extaſy. O woe is me 


'1* have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſeeing what I ſee! [Fxit. 


Enter King ard Polonius. 

Ring. Love! his Affections do not that way tend; 
For what he ſpake, tho” it lack Form a little, 
Was not like Madneſs; there's ſomething in his Sou! 
O'er which his Melancholy ſits on brood, 
And I do doubt the Hatch and the Diſcloſe 
Will be ſome danger, which to prevent 
| have a quick Determination 
Thus {et down: He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
Nor the Detwand of our negle&ed Tribute, 
]'aply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Objects, ſhall expel 
his ſomething ſettled Matter in his Heart, 
Whereon his brain's ſtill beating, 
Puts him thus from Faſhion of himſelf: 
What think you on't ? | 

Enter Ophelia. 


ol 


Pol. It ſhall do well: 


* But yet I do believe the Origin and Commencement oft, 
Sprung from neglected Love. How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleaſe, 

But if you Hold it fit, after the Flay 

Let his Queen-Mother alone intreat him 

To ſhew his Grief; let her be round with him, 

And Pl be plac'd (to pleaſe you) in the Ear 

Of all their Conference: if ſhe find him not, 

To England {end him, or confine him where 

Your Wiſdom beſt ſhall think, 

King. Tt fhall be ſo, b | 
Madneſs in great ones muſt not unwatch'd go. [F xeurt. 
Enter Hamlet and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speak the Speech I pray you as I pronounc'd it 
: do 
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to you, ſmoothly from the Tongue; but if you mouth 
it, as many of our Players do, I had as lief the Town- 
Crier ſpoke my Lines: nor do not {aw the Air too much 
with your hand thus, but uſe all gently ; for in the very 
torrent "Tempeſt, and, as I may tay, Whirlwind of Pas 
ſion, you mult acquire and beget a l'emperance that may 
give it Smoothneſs. O it ofends me to the Soul, to 
hear a robuſtious Periwig-pated Fellow tear a Paſſion to 
very Rags, to ſplit the Ears of the Groundlings, who for 
the molt part are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumb Shews and Noiſe: I would have ſuch a Fellow 
whip'd for o'er- doing Termagant ; it out- Hered's, Herod, 
pray you avoid it. | 

Play, I warrant your Honour. 

Ham. Be not top tame neither, but let your own Dif- 
cretion be your Tutor; ſuit the Action to the Word, the 
Word to the Action, with this ſpecial Obſervance, that 
you O er ſtep not the Modeſty of Nature; for any thing 
ſo o er- done, is from the Purpoſe of Playing, whoſe end 
both at firſt and now, was and is to hold as 'twere the 
Mirror up to Nature, to ſhew Virtue her Feature, Scorn 
her own — and the very Age and Body of the Time 
his Form and Preſſure. O there be Players that I have 
ſeen play, and heard others praiſe, aud that highly, not 
to ſpeak it prophane!y, that neither having the Accent of 
Chriſtians, nor the Gate of Cariſtian, Pagan, nor Man, 
have fo ſtrutted and bellowed, that I have thought ſome 
of Nature's Journey men bad made Men, and not made 
them well, they imitated Humanity {o abominab!y. 

Play. I hope we have reformed that iniliff.renty with 
us, 

Ham. O reform it altogether, and let thoſe that play 
your Clowns ſpeak no more than is ſet down for them; 
for there be of them that will themſelves laugh, to {-t on 
ſome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too. tho? in 
the mean time ſome neceilary Queſtion of the Play be 
then to be conſider'd: that's villanous, and ſhews a molt 
pitiful Ambition in the Fool that uſes it. Go, make you 
ready. * How now, my Lord, will the King hear this 
piece of work? 

a Enter 
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Enter Polonius, Guildenſtern ad Roſencraus. For 

Pol. And the Queen too, and that preſently. And 

Ham. Bid the Players make haſte, ' Will you two In 

* to haſten them? | EF H 

of. Ay, my Lord. [Exeunt thoſe three, | If 

Enter Horatio. « A 

Ham. What ho, Horatio? E 

Hor. Here, my Lord, at your ſervice. F 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as juſt a Man Get 

As e'er my Converſation met withal. k 

Hor. O my dear Lord! E 

Ham. Nay do not think I fatterz | Of 

For what Advancement may I hope from thee, Pro 

That haſt no Revenue but thy good Spirits [ter'd? þ 

| To feed and clothe thee ; Why ſhould the Poor be flat- Th 
h No, let the candied Tongue lick abſurd Pomp, } 
| * And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee, You 
| Where Thrift may follow Fawning, doſt thou hear ? 1 
| Since my dear Soul was Miſtreſs of her Choice, F, 
N | And could of Men diſtinguiſh her Election, 1 
Sh'bath ſeal'd thee for herielf : for thou hau been Br 

As one in ſuffering all has ſuffer'd nothing ; ] 

A Man that Fortune's Buffets and Rewards Be 


* Haſt ta'en 1 thanks : and bleſt are thoſe 4 
* Whoſe Blood Judgment are ſo well commingled, L 
* 'That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger, 1 
* To ſound what Stop ſhe pleaſe. Give me the Man 
That is not Paſſion's Slave, and I will wear him 
In my Heart's Core, ay, in my Heart of Hearts, 
As I do thee mething too much of this : | 
'There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumſtance, | 
Which I have told thee of my Father's Death : | 
I prichee when thou ſeeſt that Act on foot, | 
Even with the very Comment of thy Soul 
Obſerve my Uncle: if then his hidden Guilt | 

Do not it ſelf diſcover in one Speech, 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeen, 
And my Imaginations are as foul - bu; 
© As Pulcan's Stithy: give him heedful note, 4 loc 

For | 
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For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face, 
And after we will both our Judgments join 
o | In Cenſure of his ſeeming. BF; 
Hor. I will, my Lord; 
5 If he ſteal ought the whilſt the Play is playing, 
And 'ſcape Detection, I will pay the Theft. 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Gentlemen. 
Ham, They are coming to the Play, I mult be idle; 
Get you a place. | 
King. How faxes our Couſin Hamlet? 
Ham. Excellent i faith, ; 
Of the Cameleon's Dyſk I eat, the Air; 
Fromiſe-cram'd, you cannot feed Capons ſo. 
? King. I have nothing with this Anſwer, Hamlet, 
Theſe words are not mine. | 
Ham. No nor mine now, my Lord 
You play'd once in the Univerſity, you ſay. [To Pol. 
? Pol. That I did, my Lord, and was accounted a very 
Ham. What did you enact? [good Actor. 
Pol. I did enact Julius Cæſar, I was kill'd 1'th* Capitol, 
Brutus kill'd me. [Calf there. 
Ham. It was a Brute part of him to kill io capital a 
Be the Players ready? 
Re. Ay my Lord, they wait upon your Patience. 
Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 
Ham. No, good Mother, here's Metal more attractive, 
Pol. O ho, do you mark that? b 
Ham. Lady. ſhall I lie in your Lap? g 
Opb. No, my Lard. | 
Ham. Do you think I mean Country- matters? 
* Oph. I think nothing, my Lord. [ Legs, 
Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between Maids . 
* Oph. What is, my Lord? . 
Ham. Nothing. | 
Op». You are merry, my Lord? 
Ham. Who l? 
* Oph. Ay, my Lord. 
Ham. Your only Jig-maker ; what ſhould a Man do 
but be merry? for look you how chearfully my Mother 
looks, and my Father died within's two hours. 
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Op5. Nay, tis twice two Months, my Lord. 

Ham. Solong ! nay then let the Devil wear black, for 
I'll have a Suit of Sables: O Heavens! die two Months 
ago, and not forgotten yet! then there's hope a great 
Man's Memory may out- live kis Life half a year: but 
he muſt build Churches then, or elſe ſhall he ſuffer not 
* thinking on, with the Hobby-horſe, whoſe Epitaph is, 
for O, for O, the Hobby-horſe is forgot. 

Oph. What means the Play, my Lord ? | 

Ham. It is munching Mallico, it means Miſchief. 

Oph. But what's the Argument? Fo42 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We ſhall know by this Fellow : 

'The Players cannot keep ſecret, they'll ſhew all. 

Oph. Are they ſo good at Shew, my Lord? 

Ham, Ay, at any Shew that you will ſhew them : be 
not you aſham'd to ſhew, and they'lF not bluſh to tell 
you What it means. KK ns 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; I'll mark the Play. 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here flooping to your Clemency, 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham, Is this a Prologue, or the Poeſy of a Ring ? 
Oph. Tis brief, my Lord. i 
Ham. As Woman's Love. : 

Enter Player King and Queen. 

Pl. King. Full thirty times has Phœbus Car gone round 
* Neptune's ſalt Waſh, and Tellus orb'd the Ground, 
* And thirty dozen Moons with borrow'd ſheen 
About the World have twelve times thirty been, 


Since Love our Hearts, and Hymen did our Hands 


Unite, infolding them in ſacred Bands. 


PI. Qucen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere Love be done: 


Hut woe is me, you are fo ſick of late, 


And far different from your former State, 
hat I diftruſt you; yet tho” I diſtruſt, 


Diſcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing muſt. 
For Women fear too much, even as they love. 


Now 
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Now Womens Fear and Love hold Quantity, 
In neither ought, or in Extremity. 
Now what my Love has been, Proof makes you know 
And as my Love is great, my Fear is ſo: 
Where Love is great, the ſmalleſt Doubts are Fear ; 
Where little Fear grows great, great Love grows there. 
Pl. King. I muſt leave thee Love, and ſhortly too, 
My working Powers their Functions leave to do; 
But thou ſhalt live in this fair World behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd, and haply one as kind, 
For Husband ſhalt thou ——— 
Pl. Queen. O confound the reſt ! 
Such Love muſt needs be Treaſon in my Breaſt. 
In ſecond Husband let me be accurſt, 
Nene wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firſt. 

Ham. T hat's Wormwood. : 

Pl Queen. The inſtances that ſecord Marriage move, 
Are baſe Reſpects of Thrift, but none of Love; 
A ſecond time I kill my Husband dead, 

When ſecond Husband kiſſes me in Bed. 

Pl. King. I do believe you think what now you ſpealæ, 

But what we do determine, oft we break ; 

* Purpoſe is but the Slave of Memory, 

Of violent Birth, but poor Validity, 

© Which now like Fruits unripe ſticks on the Tree, 

© But fall unſhaken when they mellow be. 

« Moſt neceſlary tis that we forget 

To pay our ſelves what to our ſelves is Debt ; 

* What to our ſelves in Paſſion we propoſe, 

* The Paſſion ending doth the Purpoſe loſe ; 

© The Violence of either Grief or Joy - 

© 'Their own Enactures with themſelves deſtroy ; 

© Where Joy moſt revels, Grief doth moſt lament : 

« Grief joys, Joy grieves on {lender Accident. 

This World is not for ay, nor is it ſtrange | 
That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change: 
For "tis a Queſtion left us yet to prove, 

© Whether Love lead Fortune, or elſe Fortune Love. 
* The great Man down, — mark this Favourite flies g 
The Poor advanc'd, makes Friends oi Enemies. | 
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And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 
For who not needs ſhall never lack a Friend; 
And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, 

. DireQly ſeaſons him his Enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 


„ Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary run, 


g That our Devices ſtill are overthrown : 
Our Thoughts are ours, their Ends none of our own. 
Think fill thou wilt no ſecond Husband wed, 


But thy Thoughts die when thy firſt Lord is dead. 


Pl. Queen. Nor Earth to give me Food, nor Heaven 
Sport and Repoſe lock from me day and night, [Light, 
To Deſperation turn my Truſt and Hope, | 
And Anchors cheer in Priſon be my 
Each oppoſite that blanks the Face of Joy, 

Meet what I would have well, and it deſtroy, 
here and hence purſue me laſting Strife, 
If once I Widow be, and then a Wife. 

Ham. If ſhe ſhould break it now ? N 

PI. King. Tis deeply ſworn: fweet leave me here a- 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious Day with Sleep. 

Pl. Queen. Sleep rock thy Brain, | 
And never come miſchance between us twain. [ Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you the Play? | 

Queen. The Lady doth proteſt too much methinks. 

Ham. O but ſhe'll keep her word. [fence in't? 

King. Have you heard the Argument? Is there no of- 

Ham. No no, they do but jeſt, poiſon in jeft, no of- 

King. What do they call the Play ? [fence. 

Ham. The Mouſe-trap; marry how ? tropically. This 
Play is the Image of a Murder done in Vienna. Gonza 


is the Duke's Name, his Wife Baptiſta, you ſhall ſee anon 


tis a knaviſh piece of work; but What of that? Your 
Majeity and we ſhall have free Souls, it touches us not; 
let the galled Jade winch, our Withers are unwrung. 
This is one Lucianus, ay ot to the King. 

Enter Lucianus, 


Obb. Vou are as good as a Chorus, my Lord. 


Ham, 


9 2 088280 


- as a adbioe.cs 


HANMLz r, Prince of Denmark. 76 


Ham. I could interpret between you and your Loves 
If I could ſee the n 
* Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen. 
Ham. It would coſt you a Groaning to take off mine 
* Oph. Still worſe and worſe. | [Edge. 
Ham. So you miſtake your Husbands“ Begin, Mur- 
derer, leave thy damnable Faces and begin; come, the 
. croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. [agreeing 
Luc. Thoughts black, Hands apt, Drugs fit, and Time 
Confederate Seaſon, and no Creature lecing, 
) Thou mixture rank, of Midnight Weeds collected, 
, With Hecate's Bane, thrice blaſted, thrice infected; 
Thy natural Magick and dire Property, 
On wholſom Life uſurps immediately. . 

Ham. He poiſons him i'th' Garden for his Eſtate, his 
Name's Gonxago; the Story is extant, and written in ve- | 
ry choice Italian: you ſhall ſee anon how the Murderer + 
gets the Love of Gonzago's'Wike. 

Oph. The Ki ris. | 

Ham. What frighted with falſe Fire? 

Queen. How fares my Lord? 

Pol. Give ger the Play. | 

King. Give me ſome Lights : Away ! 

Pol. Lights, Lights, Lights. [Ex. all but Ham. and Hor. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deer go weep, 

The Hart ungall'd go play, 
For ſome muſt — 2 whilſt ſome muſt ſleep, 
Thus runs the World away. Would not this, Sir, and 
* a Foreſt of Feathers, if the reſt of my Fortune's turn 
| * Terk with me, with provincial Roſes on my raz d Shoes, 
j get me a Fellowſhip in a City of Players? 
Her. Half a Share. 
J Ham. A whole one, I. 
For thou doſt know, O Damon dear, . 
© 'This Realm diſmantled was | 
Of Fove himſelf, and now reigns here 
A very very Peacock. — 
Hor. Vou might have rhym'd. 
Ham. O good Horatio, I'll take the Ghoſt's word for a 
thouſand Pound, Did perceive ? pl 
Or » 


Acmiration ? Impart. 
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Hor. Very well my Lord. 
Hor. Upon the talk of the poiſoning. 
Hor. 1 did very well note him. 


Ham. Ah, ah, come ſome Muſick, come the Recorders : 


For the King likes not the Comedy, 
Why then perh 3 he likes it not perdie. 
* Come, ſome Mulick 

Enter Roſencraus aud Guildenſtern. 

Guil. Good my Lord, vouchſafe me a Word wich you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory, 

Guil. The King, Sir. 

Ham. Ay Sir, what of him? 

Guil. Is in his Retirement marvellous diftemper' d. 

Ham. With Drink, Sir ? 

Guil. No, my Lord, with Choler. 

Ham. Your Wiſdom would ſhew itſelf richer, to ſig- 
nify this to the Doctor; for me to put him to his purga- 
tion, would perhaps plunge him into more Choler. 

Guil. Good my Lord, put your Diſcourſe into ſome 
And ſtart not fo wildly from my Buſineſs. [Frame, 

Ham, | am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Guil. The Queen your Mother, in moſt great Affliction 
of Spirit hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. Vou are welcome. l 

Cuil. Nay, good my Lord, this Courteſy is not of the 
right breed: if it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a whol- 
fom Anſwer: I will do your Mother's Commandment ; 
if not, your Pardon and wy Return ſhall be the end of 
the Bulineſs. 

Ham. Sir, | cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholſom Anſwer, my Wit's diſea- 
fed : but Sir, ſuch Anſwer as I can make, you ſhall com- 
mand, or rather as you fay, my Mother ; therefore no 
more, but to the matter: my Mother, you ſay. 

72% Then thus ſhe ſays, Your Behaviour of late hath 
fixuck her into Amazement and Admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful Son, that can thus aſtoniſh a Mo- 
ther] but is there no Sequel at the Heels of this Mother's 


* 
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Roſ. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her Cloſet, ere 
you go to bed. | i | 

Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother: 
have you any farther 'I'rade with us? 

Roſ. My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do fill by theſe Pickers and Stealers. 

Roſ. Good my Lord, what is the Cauſe of your Dif. 
temper? You do ſurely bar the Door upon your own 
Liberty, if you deny your Griefs to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement. 

Ro/. How can that be, when you have the Voice of 
the King himſelf for your Succeſſion in Denmark ? 
= Enter Horatio with Recorders. 

Ham. Ay Sir, bat while the Graſs grows, the Pro- 
verb is ſomething muſty : Oh the Recorders, let me ſee 
one to withdraw with you; why do you go about to 
recover the Wind of me, as if you would drive me into 
a Toil? | ; 

Guil. O, my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my Love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well underſtand that, will you play 
upon this Pipe? | 

Guil. My Lord, I cannot. 

Ham, I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me ] cannot. 

Ham. I beſeech you. 

Cuil. I know no touch of it, my Lord. : 

Ham. It is as eaiy as Lying; govern theſe Vantages 
with your Fingers and the Thumb; give it breath with 
your 3 and it will diſcourſe moſt eloquent Mulick : 
look you, theſe are the Stops. 

Guil. But theſe cannot I command to any Utterance 
of Harmony, I have not the Skill. 

Ham. Why look ye now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me; you would play upon me, you would feem 
to know my Stops, you would pluck out the Heart of my 
Myſtery, you would ſound me from my loweſt Note to 
the top of my Compaſs; and there is much Muſick, ex- 
cellent Voice in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it 
ſpeak. *Sdeath, do you think I am eafier to be plaid 
N on 
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on than a Pipe? Call me what Inftrument you will, tho" 
you can fret me, you cannot play-upon me. 
| Enter Polonius. 5 
DEP Lord, the Queen would ſpeak with you, and 
reſently. | 3 
F Ham. Do you ſee yonder Cloud that's almoſt in ſhape 
of a Camel? | 
Pol. Tis like a Camel indeed. 
Ham. Methinks 'tis like a Wezel. 
Pol. It is black like a Wezel. 
Ham. Or like a Whale. 
Pol. Very like a Whale. 
Ham. Then I will come to my Mother by and by; [by. 
They fool me to the top of my bent. © I will come by and 
Pol. I will ſay 6. | Exit. 
Ham. By and by is eaſily ſaid. Leave me Friends. 
| a  [Exeunt. 
"Tis now the very witching time of night, | 
When Church-yards yaun, and Hell itſelf breathes ont 
Contagion to the World : Now could I drink hot Blood, 
And do ſuch Deeds as Day it ſelf 7 
Would quake to leok on. Soft! now to my Mother: 
O Heart, loſe not thy Nature! let not ever g 
The Soul of Nero enter this firm Boſom 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : VEE 
I will ſpeak Daggers to her, but uſe none. 
My Tongue and Soul, in this be!Hypocrites 3 
* How in my words ſoever ſhe be ſhent, | 
« 'To give them Seals never my Soul conſent. [Exit. 
ater King, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern. 
King. | like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us 
To let his madneſs range; therefore prepare you: 
I your Commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
* And he to England ſhall along with you ; 
The Terms of our Eſtate may not endure 
* Hazards ſo near us as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 
* Guil. We will our felves provide; 
* Molt Holy and Religious Fear it is 
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* To keep thoſe many Bodies ſafe, 
That live and feed upon your Majeſty. 

* Ro/. The ſingle and peculiar Life is bound 
With all the Strength and Armour of the Mind, 
To keep itſelf from Noyance; but much more 
* 'That Spirit, upon whoſe Weal depends and reſts 
* The Lives of many: The Ceaſe of Majeſty 
Dies not alone, but like a Gulf doth draw 
What's near it with it; or it is a maſſy Wheel, 
Fix d on the Summit of the higheſt Mount, 
To whoſe huge Spokes ten thouſand leſſer things 
* Are — and adjoin'd, which when it falls, 
© Each ſmall Annex ment, petty Conſequence, 
Attends the boiſtrous Ruin; never alone 
Did the King figh, but with a general Groan. 

King. Arm then I pray you to this ſpeedy Voyage, 
For we will Fetters put about this Fear 
Which now goes too free-footed. | 

Roſ. We will make haſte. [Exeunt Roſ. & Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Sir, he's going to his Mother's Cloſet, 

Behind the Arras PII convey my ſelf 
To hear the Proceſs; I'll warrant ſhe'll tax him home. 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
"Tis meet that ſome more Audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, ſhould o'er. hear. 
Their Speech. Fare you well my Liege, 
I'll call apon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I hear. [Exits 

King. 'Thanks, dear my Lord. 
O my Offence is rank, it ſmells to Heaven; 
It hath the eldeſt Curſe upon't, 
A Brother's Murder : pray I cannot, 
Tho? Inclination be as ſharp as Will, 
My ſtronger Guilt defeats my ſtrong Intent 
And like a Man to double Buſineſs bound, 
I ftand in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin, 
And both neglect. What if this euried Hand 
Were thicker than it felf with Brother's Blood ? 
Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet Heavens 
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To waſh it white as Snow? Whereto ſerves Mercy, 
But to confront the Viſage of Offence? . 
* And what's in Prayer, but this twofold Force, 
To be foreſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being down?” Then I'll look up; 
My Fault is paſt 3 but oh! what Form of Prayer 
Can ſerve my turn? Forgive me my foul Murder! 
That cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeis'd 
Of thoſe Effects fog, which I did the Murder, 
My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen, 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th' Offence ? 
In the corrupted Currents of this World, 
Offence's gilded Hand may ſhove by Juſtice ; 
nd oft 'tis ſeen the wicked Prize it ſelf 
* Buys out the Law: but *tis not ſo above, 
There is no ſhuffling: there the Action lies 
In its true Nature, and we our ſelves compell'd 
Even to the Teeth and Forehead of our Faults 
To give in evidence. What then! what reſts? 
Try what Repentance can; what can it not? 
Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? | 
O wretched State! O Boſom black as Death! _ , 
O limed Soul! that ſtruggling to be free, 
Art more engaged! Help Angels, make aſſay, 
Bow ſtubborn Knees, and Heart with Strings of Steel 
Be ſoft as Sinews of the new-born Babe, 
All may be well. [The King kneels, 
Enter Hamlet. 
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Ham. Where is this Murderer? he kneels and prays, 
And now [I'll do't, and fo he goes to Heaven, 

And fo I am reveng'd: that would be ſcann'd—— 
He kill'd my Father, and for that 

I his ſole Son fend him to Heaven. 

Why this is Reward —— not Revenge: 
He tool: my Father groſly, * full of Bread, 

With all his Crimes broad blown as fluſh 2s May; 
And how his Audit ſtands, who knows {ave Heaven? 
But in our Circumſtances and Cour:e of i'nought, 
"Tis heavy with him; and am I then reveng'd, 

Jo take him in the purging of his Soul, 
\ - When 
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When he is fit and ſeaſon'd for his Paſlage? No. 

Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid time, 
When he is drunk, aſleep, or in a rage, 

Or in th' inceſtuous Pleaſures of his Bed; 

* At Gaming, Swearing,” or about ſome Act 

That has no Reliſh of Salvation int. 

Then trip him, that his Heels may kick at Heaven, 

* And that his Soul may be as damn'd and black 

As Hell whereto it goes: My Mother ſtays, 

This Phyſick but prolongs thy iickly Days. (Exit. 

King. My Words fly up, my Thoughts remain below, 
Words without Thoughts never to Heaven go. [Exit. 
Enter Queen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come ſtraight, look you lay home to'him, 
Tell him his Pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath ſtood between 
Much Heat and him. [I'll here conceal my ſelf, 
Pray you be round with him. | 

* Ham. within. Mother, Mother, Mother. 

Queen. | warrant you, fear me not. 

Withdraw, I hear him coming. 
Enter Hamlet. | 

Ham. Now Mother, whac's the matter ? | 

Queen. Hamlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my Father much offended.. 

£"ueen, Come, come, you anſwer with an idle Tongue. 

Fam. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked Tongue. 

Deen. Why how now, Hamlet? 

F am. What's the matter now? 

geen. Have you forgot me ? 

Ii. No, * by the Rood, not fo, 

Yeu are tue Queen, your Husband's Brother's Wife ; 
Aud would it were not fo, you are my Mother. | 

Juen. Nay then Il ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeak. 
Hem. Come, come, and ſit you down, you ſhall not 
You go not till I ſet you up a Glaſs, [budge, 
Where you may ſee the utmoſt part of you. 

5 ** What wilt thou do? thou wilt nat murder me? 
zelp, ho! 

Pol. What ho, help. {Behind the Arras. 

Ham. 


1 


66 HANML Hr, Prince of Denmark. 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducket, dead. 


Pol. O I am lain. | 
Queen. O me, what haſt thou done? 

Ham. Nay, I know not, is it the King? 
Oueen, O what a raſh and bloody Deed is this? 


Ham. A bloody Deed, almoſt as bad, good Mother, 


As kill a King, and marry with his Brother. 
Queen. ahh 4 Tiag“ | 
Ham. Ay, Lady, 'twas my words 
Thou wretched, raſh intruding Fool, farewel ; 
I took thee for thy better, take thy Fortune; 
2 findſt to be too buſy, is ſome —_ 4 
eave wringing of your Hands; e, tit you down, 
And let me 1 — Heart, 221 ſhall, 
If it be made of penetrable ſtuff, 


' * Tf damned Cuſtom have not braz'd it fo, 


That it be Proof and Bulwark againſt Senſe. 
Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'it wag thy 
In Noiſe ſo rude againſt me? | [Tongue 
Ham. Such an Act, 
That blurs the Grace and Bluſh of Modeſty, 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love, 
And ſets a Bliſter there, makes Marriage- Vows 
As faiſe as Dicers Oath: Oh ſuch a Deed! 
As from the Body of Contraction plucks 
The very Soul, and ſweet Religion makes | 
A Rhapſody of Words. Heaven's Face does glow 3 
Vea, this Solidity and compound Maſs, 
* With heated Vilage as againſt the Doom, 
* Is thought-lick at the Act, 
Ah me! that Act! 
Quten. Ah me, what AQ! 
Ham. That roars fo loud, and thunders in the In lex 
Look here upon this Picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit Preſentment of two Brothers; 
See what a Grace was ſeated on this Brow, 
Hyperion's Curls, the Front of Jeve himſelf, 


An Eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 


A 


| Ixil Pol. 
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A Station like the Herald Mercury, 
New lighted on a Heaven-kiſſing Hill; 
A Combination, and a Form indeed, 
Where every God did ſeem to ſet his Seal, 
To give the World Aſſurance of a Man: | 
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows, 
Here is your Husband, like a mildew'd Ear, 
Blaſting his wholſom Brother. Have you Eyes ? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on the Moor? Ha, have you Eyes? 
You cannot call it Love, for at your Age 
The heyday of the Blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the Judgment; and what Judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? Senſe ſure you have, 
Elſe could you not have Motion; but ſure that Senſe 
Is apoplex'd : for Madneſs would not err, 
Nor Senſe to extaſy was never yet fo thrall'd, 
But it reſerv'd ſome quantity of Choice 
To ſerve in ſuch a difference. What Devil was't, 
That thus bath cozen'd you at hoodman blind? 
« Eyes without Feeling, Feeling without Sight, 
Ears without Hands or Eyes, Smelling ſans all, 
Or but a ſickly part of one true Senſe, 
Could not ſo mope.” Oh Shame, where is thy Bluſh ? 
Rebellious Hell, 
If chou cart mutiny in a Matron's Bones, 
To flaming Youth let Virtue be as Wax, | 
And melt in her own Fire, proclaim no Shame, 
When the compulſive Ardor gives the Charge; 
Since Froft it ſelf as actively doth burn, 
As Reaſon panders Will. 
1 Queen. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more; 
Thou turn'ſt my very Eyes into my Soul. 
And there I fee ſuch black and grieved Spots, 
© As will leave there their tin. - 
Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank Sweat of an inceſtuous Bed, 
| Stew'd in Corruption, honying, and making Love 
Over the naſty Sty. = | | 
geen. O ſpeak to me no more. | 
r * | Theſe 
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Theſe Words like Daggers enter in mine Ears. 
No more, ſweet Hamlet. 
Ham. A Murderer and a Villain! 
A Slave, that's not the twentieth part the Tythe 
Of your precedent Lord; a Vice of Kings; 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule, 
That from a Shelf the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pocket: 
A King of Shreds and Patches. 
| Fnxter Ghoſt. 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your Wings, 
You heavenly Guards; what would your gracious Figure? 
Queen Alas! he's mad. : 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, 
That laps'd in Time and Pailion, let's go by 
Th' important acting of your dread Command? O ay ! 
Ghoſt. Do not forget; this Viſitation 
Ts but to whet thy almolt blunted Purpoſe. 
But look, Amazement on thy Mother fits : 
O ſtep between her and her fighting Soul ! 
Conceit in weakeſt Bodies ſtrongeſt works: 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with you, Madam? 
Queen. Alas! how is't with you? 
That you do bend your Eye on Vacancy, | 
And with th' incorporeal Air do hold Diſcourſe ? 
Forth at your Eyes your Spirits wildly peep; 
And, as the ſleeping Soldiers in th' Alarm, 
Your Hair ſtarts up and ſtands an end: O gentle Son! 
Upon the Heat and Flame of thy Diſtemper 
Sprinkle cool Patience: whereon do you look? 
Ham. On him, on.him—look you how pale he glares, 
His Form and Cauſe conjoin'd. preaching to Stones 
Would make them capable: do not look upon me, 
Leſt witk his piteous Action you convert 
My ſtern Effects; then what I have to do, 
Will want true Colour, Tears perchance for Blood. 
Queen. Lo whgm do you ſpeak this? 
Ham. Do you ſee nothing there? 
Queen. Nothing at all, yet all that's here I ſee. 
am. 
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Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 
Queen. No, nothing but our ſelves, - | 
Ham. Why look you there; look how it talks away, 
My Father in his Habit as heliv'd ; 
Look where he goes, even now out at the Portal. 
[ Exit Ghoſas 
Queen. This is the very Coinage of your Brain, 
This bodileſs Creation Extaſy is very cunning in. 
Ham. Ny Pulſe, as yours, doth temperately keep time; 
And makes as healthful Mufick : it is not Madneſs 
That I have nttered, bring me tothe Teſt, 
And I the matter will re word; which Madneſs 
Cannot do. Mother, for the Love of Grace, 
Lay not that flattering Unction to your Soul, 
That not your Treſpaſs, but your Madneſs peaks ; 
It will but skin and film the ulcercus place, 
Whiles rank Corruption —_ all within, 
Infects unſeen: Confeſs yourſelf to Heaven, 
Repent what's paſt, avoid what is to come; , 
And do not ſpread the Compoſt on the Weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my Virtue 3 
For in the Fatneſs of theſe purſy Times, | 
Virtue it ſelf of Vice muſt pardon beg, 

Yea curb and woo for leave to do him good. 
Queen. O Hamlet, thou haſt cleft my Heart. 
Ham. Then throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good-night, but go not ro my Uncle's Bed; 
Aſſume a Virtue if you have it not. 

That Monſter ChHom, who all Senſe doth eat, 
Of Habits Devil, is Angel yet in this, 

That to the Ute of Actions fair and good 

He likewiſe gives a Frock or Livery, 

That aptly is put on: refrain to night, 

And that ſhall lend a kind of Eaſtneſs 

To the next Abſtinence, the next more eaſy; 
For Uſe almoſt can change the Stamp of Nature, 
* And maſter the Devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous Potency. Once more good night, 
And when you are deſirous to be bleit, | 
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I'll Bleſſing beg of you: for this ſame Lord. 


I do repent; but Heaven hath pleas'd it fo, 
To puſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muſt be their Seburge and Miniſter. 
I will beſtoy him, and will anſwer well 
The Death I gave him; fo again good-night. 
I muſt be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
One word more. 
Queen. What ſhall I do? 
Ham. Net this by no means that I bid you do, 
Let not the King tempt you to bed again, 
* Pinch wanton on your Cheek, call you his Mouſe; 
And let him not for a pair of reechy Kiſſes, 
Or padling in your Neck with his damn'd Fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I eflentially am not in Madneſs, 
But mad in Craft; twere good you let him know, 
For who that's but Queen, fair, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gib, 
Such dear Concernings hide? who would do ſo? 
No, in deſpite of Senſe and Secrecy 
* Unpeg the Basket on the Houſe's top, b 
L,e t the Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 
To try the Concluſions in the Basket creep. 
And break your own Neck down. | 
Queen. Be thou aſſur'd, if Words be made of Breath, 
And Breath of Life, I have no Life to breathe 
What thou haſt ſaid to me. | 
Ham. I muſt to England, you know that. 
Queen. Alack, I had forgot, | - 
Tis ſo concluded on. [fellows, 
Ham. There's Letters ſeal'd, and my two School- 
* Whom I will truſt as I will Adders fang'd, 
© They bear the Mandate ; they muſt ſweep my way, 
And marſhal me to Knavery : let it work, 
* For 'tis the Sport to have the Engineer 
* Hoiſt with his own Petard, and *tſhall go hard 
But I will delve one Yard below their Mines, 


And 
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And blow them at the Moon: O 'tis moſt ſweet, 
When in one Line two Crafts directly meet. 
This Man will ſet me packing, 
Tl lug the Guts into the neighbouring Room. 
Mother, good-night ; this Counſellor 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, - and moſt grave, 
Who was in's life a fooliſh prating Knave, 
Come Sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
| [Exit Hamlet, dragging in Polonius. 
Sood-night Mother. 
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A Royal Apartment. 
Enter King, and Queen, with Roſencraus and Guiidenſtern 


King. 12 matter in theſe Sighs, * theſe profound 
You muſt expound them : [ Heaves, 
Where is your Son? 
Queen. Beſtow this place on us a little while. 
[Exexnt Rol. & Guil, 
Ah my Lord, what have J ſeen to night ? 
King. What, Gertrude? how does Hamlet ? 
Qucen. Mad as the Sea and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier; in his lawleis Fit, 
Behind the Arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 
Whips out his Rapier, cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiſh Apprehenſion kills 
The unſeen good old Man, 
— O heavy Deed! 
It been ſo with us, had we been there: 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your ſelf, to us, to every one. 
© Alas, how ſnall this bloody Deed be anſwer'd? 
It will be laid to us, whoſe Providence 
* Should have reſtrain'd | 
This mad young Man: but ſo much was our Love, 
We would not underſtand what was moſt fit, a 
„ h 4 6 uC 
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* But like the owner of a foul Diſeaſe, 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
* Even on the Pithof Liſe: where is he gone ? 
Deen. To draw apart the Body he hath kiil'd, 
* (er whom his Madneis like ſome Oar, 
Among a Mineral of Mettle baſe 
* Shews it ſelf poor; he weeps for what is done. 
King. Gertrudr, come away; 
The Sun no ſooner ſhall the Mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence; and this vile Deed 
We muſt, with all our Majeſty and Skill, 
Enter Roſ. and Guil. 
Both courſtenance and excuſe. Ho, Guildenflern, 
Friends both, go join with you ſome further Aid ; 
Hamlet in Madneſs hath Polonias ſlain, 5 
And from his Mother's Clolet has he dragg'd ln 
Go ſeek him out, ſpcak fair, and bring the Body 
Into the Chapel; 1 p ray you haſte in this. 


Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt Friends, 


And let them know both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done: 

* Whole Whiſper o'er the World's Diameter, 
As level as the Cannon to his Blank, 

« 'Tranſports his poiſon'd Shot, may miſs our Name, 
And hit the woundleſs Air. O come away, 
My Soul is full of Diſcord and Diſmay. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Safely ſtow'd. [ Vithin ] Hamlet Lord Hamlet] 
Ham. What Noiſe ? who calls Hamlet ? 
O here they come. 
Ro. W hat have you done, my Lord, with the dead Body ? 
Ham. Compounded it with Duſt, whereto it is a-kin. 
Ro/. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ref. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your Counſel, and not my own ? 


[ Exeunt. 


beſides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what Replication 


ſhould be made by the Son of a King? | 
« Ro/. lake you me for a Spunge, my Lord? 


Ham, 
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Ham. Ay, Sir, that ſoaks up the King's Countenance, 
his Rewards, his Authorities: but ſuch Officers do the 
King belt ſervice in the end, be keeps them like an Ap- 

le in the corner of his Jaw, frſt mouth'd to be laſt fwal- 
ow'd; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is but 
ſqueezing you, and ſponge, you ſhall be dry again. 

Ro. 1221. you not, my Lord. 

Ham. 1 am glad of it: a knavih Speech ſleeps in a 
feoliſh Ear. 3 | 5 

Rofſ. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the Body is, an 
go with us to the King. 

Ham. The Body is with the King. but the King is 
© not with the Body : the King is a thing. | 

* Guil. A thing, my Lord? 

Ham. © Of nothing ;' bring me to him. [Exreunt, 

" Enter Kino and Gentlemen. 

King. I have ſent to * him, and to find the Body z 
How dangerous is it that this Man goes looſe? | 
Yet mult we not put the ſtrong Law upon him: 

He's lov'd of the diſtracted Multitude, 
Who like not in their Judgment, but their Eyes; 
And where *tis fo, th' Offender's Scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the Offence. Lo bear all ſmooth and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem 
Deliberate Pauſe: Diſeaſes deſperate grown, 
By deſperate Appliance are reliev'd, 
Or not at all. 
Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 

* King. How now? what hath befallen? 

| Rof. Where the dead Body is beitow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. - | 

Kixg. But where is he? | Cure. 

Eeſ. Without, my Lord, gnarded to know your plea- 

King. Bring him before us. 

Roj. Ho, bring in the Lord Hamlet. 

Enter Hamlet and Guards. 

King, Now Hamlet, where's P:larins ? 

Ham At Supper. 

King. At Supper! where? 


D am. 
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Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten; a 
certain Convocation of politick Worms are e'en Khim: 
*-Your Worm is your only Emperor for Diet. We fat 
all Creatures elſe to fat us, and we fat our ſelves for 


* Maggots: your fat King and your lean Beggar is but 


variable Service; two Diſhes but to one Table, that's 
the end. 

« King. Alas! alas! ; 

* Ham, A Man may fiſh with the Worm that hath eat 
* ofa King, eat of the Fiſh that hath fed of that Worm, 

* King. What doſt thou mean'by this ! | 


Han. Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may go 


a Progreſs thro' the Guts of a Beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham. In Heaven; ſend thither to ſee: if your Meſſen- 
ger find him not there, ſeek him i'th' other place your 
telf; but indeed if you find him not within this Menth, 
you ſhall noſe him as you go up Stairs into the Lobby. 

King. Go ſeek him there. 

Ham. He will flay till you come. 

King. Hamlet, this Deed, for thine eſpecial Safety, 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence; 

Jaereſore prepare thy ſelf. _ | 
The Burk is ready, and the Wind fits fair, 

In Aſſociates tend, and every thing is bent 
For Englend. | 

Hain. er England? 

Kirg. Ay Hamlet. 

Hem. Good. | 

King. So is it if thou knew'ſt our Purpoſes. 

Ham, I ſce a Cherub that ſces them: but come, for 
Farewel, dear Mother. | [ England. 

King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My Mother; Father and Mother is Man and Wife, 
Man and Wife is one Fleſh; and ſo my Mother. Farewel 
Come, for Erglaud. [Exit. [ Mother, 

King. Follow him, 5 
Tempt him with ſpeed abroad, : | 
'* Delay it not, III have him hence to-night: 

3 i a Away, 
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Away, for every thing is ſeal'd and done, 
That elſe leans on the Affair; pray you make haſte, 
And- England, if my preſent Love thou hold'ſt at ought, 
As my great Power therefore may give thee Senſe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Dani/> Sword, and thy free Awe 
Pays homage to us, thou may'ſt not coldly ſet 
Our Sovereign Proceſs, which imports as full 
© By Letters conjuring to that effect 
The preſent Death of Hamlet, do it England, 
For like the Hectick in my Blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me; tl I know 'tis done, 
How e'er my haps, my Joys were ne'er begun. [ Exit. 
Enter Fortinbras with his Army ver the Stage. 
For. Go Captain, from me greet the Dan; King, 
Tell him that by his Licence Fortinbras 
Craves the Conveyance of a promis'd March , 
Over his Kingdom; you know the Rendezvous: Es 
Af that his Majeſty would ought with us, 
* We ſhall expreſs our Duty in his Eye; 
* And let him know fo. 
* Capt. I will do't, my Lord. 8 
For. Go ſoftly on. [Exit Fer. 
Enter Hamlet, Roſencraus, Cc. f 
Ham. Good Sir, whoſe Powers are theſc? . : 
Capt. They are of Norway, Sir. , 
Ham, How propos'd, Sir, 1 pray you? 
* Capt. Againſt ſome part of Po/and. 6 
© Ham. Who commands them, Sir? 
© Capt. The Nephew of old Noravar, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it againſt the Main of Poland, Sir, 
* Or againſt ſome Frontier? 
Capt. Truly to ſpeak, and with no Addition, 
* We goto gain a little Patch of Ground, - 
* That hath in it no Profit but the Name: 
To pay five Ducats, five, I would nct farm it; 
Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker Rate, ſhould it be fold in fee. 
Ham. Why then the Pollach never will defend it. 
Capt. Nay it is already garriſon'd. Spe 
: D 2 Ham. 
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Ham. Two thouſand Souls, and 20000 Ducats 
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* Y/herevn the Numbers cannot try the Cauſe, ; 


Will not debate the Queſtion of this ſtraw ; 


This is th* Impoſttume of much Wealth and Peace, 


That inward breaks, and ſhews no. cauſe without 
Why the Man dies. I humbly thank you, Sir, 

© Capt. God be w'ye, Sir. - | 

R/. Will't pleaſe you go, my Lord! | 
Ham. I'll be with you ſtraight, go a little before, 
How all Occaſions do inform againſt me, 

And ſpur my dull Revenge? What is a Man, 

If his chief Good and Market of his time 

Be but to ſleep and feed? a Beaſt no more. 

Sure he that made us with ſuch large Diſcourſe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 

T hat Capability and God-like Reaſon 

To ruſt in us unus'd: now whether it be 

Beſtial Oblivion, or ſome craven Scruple 

Of thinking too preciſcly on th' Event, - 
A Thought which quarter'd, hath but one part Wiſdom, 
And ever three parts Coward ; I do not know 

Why yet I lire to ſay this thing's to do, 

Sith I have Cauſe, and Will, and Strength, and Means 
To do't Examples groſs as Earth exhort me ; 
Witneſs this Army of ſuch Maſs and Charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

W hoſe Spirit with Divine Ambition puft, 

Makes mouths at the invincible Event, 

Expoſing what is mortal and unſure 

To all that Fortune, Death and Danger dare, 

Even for an Fgg-ſhcll. Rightly to be great, 

Is not to ſtir without great Argument; 

But greatly to find Quarrel in a ſtraw, 2:3 

When 4{ionour's at the ſtake. How ſtand I then, 
That have a Father kill'd, a Mother ſtain'd, 
Excitements of my Reaſon and my Blood, 


And let all ſleep, while to my ſhame I ſee 


The imminent Death of twenty thouſand Men, | 
T hat for a Phantaſy and Trick of Fame 
Go to their Graves like Beds, fight for a Plot 


Which 


/ 
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Which is not Tomb enough and Continent a 
Jo hide the Slain? O from this time forth, 

My Thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! [ Exit. 
Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 
Queen. | will not ſpeak with her. 
Gent. She is importunate, 
Indeed diſtracted, and deſerves your pt:y. 
Queen. What would ſhe have? | 
Gent. She ſpeaks much of her Father, ſays ſhe hears 
Three Tricks i'th' World, and hems, and beats her Heart, 
Spurns enviouſly at Straws, ſpeaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half Senſe, her Speech is nothing; 
Yet the unſhaped Ute of it doth move ; 
The Ecarers to Collection, they aim at it, 
And botch the Words up fit to their own Thoughts; 
Which, as her Winks, and Nods, and Geſtures yieid them, 
Indeed would make one think there might be Thoughts, 
Tho' nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. [ftrew 
Hor. Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, for ſhe maß 
Dangerous Conjectures in ill-breeding Minds. | 
Let her come in. | | P 
| Enter Ophelia. N 
Queen. To my ſick Soul, as Sin's tru2 Nature is, 
Each Toy ſeems Prologue to ſome great amiſs: 
80 full of ors gr corn is Guilt, 
It fpills itſelf in fearing to be = 


Oph. Where is the beauteous Majeſt/ of — 

Queen. How now, Ophelia? She furt. 

Oph. How ſhould I your true Love know from ano- 
ther one ? ; 


By his cockle Hat and Staff, and by his Sandal Shoon. 
Queen. Alas, ſweet Lady, what imports this Song? 
Opb. Say you, nay pray you mark: 

He is dead and gone, Lady he is dead and gone, [¶ Sings. 

25 Head a graſs-green Turf, at his Heels a Stone, 

0. \ 
Qucen. Nay but, Ophelia. 
Ob. Pray you mark. 
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. White his Shroud as the Mountain Snow, * 4 


Larded all with facet Flowers, 
Which beaweept to the Ground did not 0 

With true Love-Showers. 

Enter King. 
Queen. Alas, look here, my Lord. 
King. How do you, pretty Lady? 

0,4 Well good Tdi you, they hy the Owl was a Ba- 
ker 5 11 we know what we are, but know not 
what we may be. 

King. Conceit upon her Father. 


Oph. Pray let's have no words of this, but when they | 


ack you what it means, ſay you this: 
To morrow is St. Valentine's Day, [Sings. 
All in the Morning betime, 
And Ia Maid at your Window 
To be your V on + hong 
King. Pretty Ophelia. 
Oph. Indeed without an Oath, I'll make an end on't, 
Then up he roſe, and don'd his Chthes, and ope'd his Chams 
[ber Door ; 
Let in the Maid, that out a Maid never departed more. 
© By Gis and by Saint Charity, 
- "Alack and fy for ſhame, 
* Young Men will dot 4 they come to't} 
* By cock they areto Jed. 
= Se, brfore you tumbled me, you promi d me to 
(He anſwers) So ſhould ] have done, by yonder a 
And thou hadſi not come to my Bed. 
King. How long hath ſhe — thus? 
0,4 I hope all will be well, we mult be patient: but 
I cannot choole but weep, to think they would lay him 
1'th' cold Ground; my Brother ſhall know of it, and io 
I thank you for your good Counſel ———— 
Come my Coach, good-night, Ladies, good-night, 
Sweet Ladies, good-night, good-night. (Exit. 
King. Follow her cloſe, give her — watch I pray you: 
O this is the Poiſon of deep Grief, it ſprings 
All from her Father's Death, 6 0 Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When Sorrows come, they come not ſingle Spies, 
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© But in Batallions : firſt, her Father ſlain, 

* Next; your Son gone, and he molt violent Author 
Ot his own juſt Remove; the People muddicd, 
Thick and unwholſom in their Thoughts and-Whiſpers 
For good Polonius' Death, and we have done but greculy, 
* Obſcurely to inter him; poor Ophelia | 
Divided from her {elf and her fair Judgment, 

* Without which we are but Pictures, or mere Beaſts, 

© Imit, and as much containing as all theſe, 

Her Brother is in ſecret come from France, 

Feeds on this Wonder, keeps himſelt in Clouds, 

And wants not Whiſpers to infect his Ear 

With peſlilent Speeches of his Father's: Death; 

* Whercin neceſſity of matter beggar'd, 

*. Will nothing ſtick our Perſons to arraign 

In ear and car. O my dear Gertrude, this, 

* Like to a murdering piece, in many places 


Gives me ſuperfluous Death. LA Noiſe awithin, 
Enter Gentleman. 
Qucen. Alack, what Noiſe is this! [door : 


King. * Where are my Swiſſers? let them guard the 


What is the matter? ? 


Sent. Save your ſelf, my Lord. 
The Ocean over-piercing of his Liſt, 
* Eats not the Flats with more impetuous haſte, 
* Than' young Laertes in a riotous head P 
O'er-bears your Officers; the Rabble call him Lord : 
And as the World were now but to begin, | 
* Antiquity forgot, Cuſtom not known, 
The Ratifiers and Props of every word, 
* They cry, chuſe we Laertes for our King ; 
Caps, Hands, and Tongues applauded it to the Clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. 
Queen. How chearfully on the falſe Trail they cry. 
[ 4 Noiſe within. 
O this is counter, you ſalſe Dani/s Dogs | 
* King. The Doors are broke. | 
Laer. within. Where is the King ? Sirs, ſtand you all 
without. | ; „ 
All. No, let's come in. | 
£ - D = Laer. 
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Laer. I pray you give me leave, 

All, We will, we will. 

Lacr, I thank you. keep the Door, 

Enter Laertes. 
O thou vile King, give me my Father, 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. [Baftard, 

Taer. That drop ef Blood that's calm, proclaims me 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot. 
Even here between the chaſte unſmitched Brows * 
Of my true Mother, 

King. What is the cauſe, Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion looks o Giant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude, do not fear our Perſon ; 
There's ſuch Divinity doth hedge a King, 
'That Treaſon dares not reach at what it would, 
Acts little of his Will. Tell me, Laertes, 
* Why thou art thus incens'd:” let him go, Gertrude, 
Speak Mann. 

Laer. Where is my Father? 

King. Dead. 

Breen But not by him. 

ing. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? ]'ll not be juggled with; 
To Hell Allegiance, Vows to the blackeft Devil, 
Conſcience and Grace to the profoundeft Pit, 

i dare Damnatjon,* To this point Iſtand, 
That. both the Worlds I give to Negligence, 
Let come what will, only I'll be reveng'd 
Moſt throughly for my Father. 
King. Who ſhall flay you? - + 
Laer. My Will, not all the World: 
And for my Means, I'll husband them fo well, 
They ſhall go far with little. . 

King. Will you in revenge of your 
Dear Father's Death, deſtroy both Friend and Foe? 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good Friends thus wide PI ope my _ 
And like the kind Life-rendering Pecan 
Relieve * with my Wood, * vets — 
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Xing. Why now you ſpeak - | 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman. 
That I am guiltleſs of your Father's Death, 
And am moſt ſenſible in Grief for it, 
It ſhall as level to your Judgment lie, 
As Day does to your eye. | 
Within. O poor Ophelia 
Laer. Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia. 
* How now ? what Noiſe is that? 
O Heat, dry up my Brains; Tears ſeven times faſt, 
* Vurn out the Senſe and Virtue of mine eye. 
By Heaven, thy Madneſs ſhall be paid with weight, 
Jill our Scale turn the Beam. O Roſe of May! 
Dear Maid! kind Sifter, ſweet Ophelia ! 
O Heavens ! is't poſſible a young Maid's Wits 
Should be as mortal as a ſick Man's Life! 
Oph. They bore him barefac'd on the Bier, [ Tings. 
And in his Grade rain'd many a Tear. 
Fare you well, my Dove. 
Laer. Hadſt thou thy Wits, and didſt perſuade Revenge, 
It could not move us. | 
Oph. You mult ſing a- down, a-down. 
And you call him a- down a. O how the Wheel becomes it! 
It is the falſe Steward that ſtole his Maſter's Daughter. 
Laer. This nothing is mach more than matter. | 
Opb. There's Rolemary, that's for Remembrance ; 
pray you, Love, remember: and there's Pancies, that's 
ſor Thoughts. - 
Laer. A Document in Madneſs, Thoughts and Re- 
membrance fitted. | 
Oęh There's Fennel far you, and Columbines; there's 
Rues for you, and hiere's ſome for me, we may call it 
Herb of Grace o' Sundays; O you may wear your 
Rue with a difference. 'T'neres a Daily: I would give 
you ſome Violets, but they wither'd all when my. Father: 
died: they; ſay he made a good end. 
For benny feveet Robin is all my Jer. [Sings 
Laer. Thoughts and Afllictions, Paſſion, Hell ic ſelf, 
She tuns to Fayour and to Prettin2s, | Wo” 
dy 3 . 
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Oph. And will he not come again, [Sings, 
And oil? he not come again ? K ** 
No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death-Bed, 
He never will come again. | 
His Beard was as white as Snow ; 
Flaxen was his Pole ; 
He is gone, he is gone, and aue caſt away moan, 
And peace be with his Soul, and with all Lover's 25 . 
— l xit, 
. King. Laertes, T muſt ſhare in your Grief, 
Or you deny my Right: go but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wiſeſt Friends you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge 'twixt you and me; 
If by dire& or by collateral Hand. 


They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give. 


* Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call ours, 

To you in Satisfaction: but if not, 

Be yon content to lend your Patience to us, 

And we ſhall jointly labour with your Soul, 

To give it due content. 
Laer. Let this be ſo. 

His Means of Death, his obſcure Funeral, 

No Trophy, Sword, or Hatchment o'er his Bones, 

No noble Rite, nor formal Oſtentation, 

Cry to be heard as 'twere from Earth to Heaven, 

That I muſt call it in queſtion. | ; 
King. So you ſhall ; ; 

And where th' Offence is, let the great Ax fall : 

I pray you go with me. IExeum. 

Enter Horatio and Gentlemen. ; 

Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with me? 

N Sea-faring Men, Sir; they ſay they have Letters 

IT you. 

Hor. Let them come in: 3 | 

J do not know from what part of the World 

I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 
— Enter two Sailors, 
* 1 Sail. Save you, Sir, 
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2. Sail. Here are Letters for you; Sir, they came from 
© the Ambaſſader that was bound for Exgland, if your 
Name be Horatio, as we are inform'd it is. 

Hor. reads the Letter. 

Horatio, avhen thou foalt have o ver-hofd this, give 
theſe Fellows ſome means to the King, they have Let- 
ters for him. Ere we wvere two days old at Sea, a Pi- 
rate of very warlike Appointment gave us chaſe. Find- 
ing our ſelves too flow of ſail, aue put on a compelled Va- 
hour, and in the Grapple I boarded them: on the inflant* 
they got clear 75 our Ship, and fo J alone became their Pri- 
ſoner. They have dealt with me like Thieves of Mercy, 
but they knew what they did; I am to de a turn for 
them. Let the King have the Letters I have ſent, and 
repair thou to me with as much ſpeed as thou wnuldſt 
fly Death, I have words to * in thine ear will male 
thee dumb, yet are they much too light for the matter. 
Theſe good Fellows will bring thee where I am. Roſen. 
craus and Guildenſtern ho/d their Courſe for England; of 
them have much to tell thee. Farewel, Hamlet, 
Come, I will make you way for theſe your Letters; 

And do't the ſpeedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. [Exennt,” 
Enter King and Laertes 
King. Now muſt your Conſcience my Acquittanceſeml,' 
And you muſt put me in your Heart for Friend, | 
Since you have heard, and with a knowing Ear, 
That he who hath your noble Father flam, 
Purſu'd my Life. | 
Laer. It well appears: but tell me 
Why you proceed not againſt theſe Crimes 
So capital in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Greatneſs, Wiſdom, all things ele, 
* You mainly were flirr'd up. 
King. For two ſpecial Reaſons, ; 
Which may perhaps to you ſeem weak, 
But yet to me they're ſtrong: the Queen his Mother 
Lives almoſt by his Locks; and for my telt, 
My Virtue or my Plague, be it either. 
She is ſo precious to my Liic and Soul, 
EE 


s 
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1 hit as a Star moves not but in his Sphere, 

] cwld not but by her. The other Motive 

V hy to a publick Court I might not go, 

Is tle great Love the People bear him, 

Who dipping all his Faults in their Affection, 
Work like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
* Convert his Gyves to Grace ; ſo that my Arrows, 
Too ſlightly timbred for fo loud a Wind, 

©. Would have reverted to my Bow again, 

© And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And ſo I have a noble Father loſt; 

+ A Siſter driven into deſperate 'T'erms, 
| Whoſe Worth, it Praiſes may go back again, 
Stood Challenger on the Mount of all the Age 
For her Perfections: but my Revenge will come. 


King. Break not your Sleep forthat, you muſt not think 


That we are made of Stuff ſo flat and dull, 
| That we can let our Beard be ſnook with Danger, 
And think it paſtime; you ſhortly ſhall hear more. 
J lov'd your Father, and we love our ſelf ; 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine 
| Erter a Meſſenger. 
* How now ! what News ? | 
Meg. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. * Theſe te 
« your Majeſty: This to the Queen, 
King. From Hamlet | who brought them? J 
Meſ. Sailors, my Lord, they ſay, I ſaw them not; 
They were given me by Claudio, be received them 
Of him that brouglit them. 
Li. Laertes, you ſhall hear them: leave us. Ex. Me/. 
High and Mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your 
Kingdom: to morroxv Ha I beg leave to ſee your king- 
by, Eyes : wwhen I ſhall firſl, asking your pardon, there- 


unte recount the Occaſion of my ſudden * and moſt ſtraunge 


Return. 
Wha: ſhould this mean ? are all the reſt come back ? 
Or is it ſome Abuſe, or no ſuch thing ? 

Laer. Kro ycu the Hand? 

Kino. Ts Hamlet's Character. Naked! 
And ina Poſtſcript here he fays, alone: 


Can 
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Can yeu adviſe me? | 2855 
Laer. I'm loſt init, my Lord ; but let him come, 
It warms the very Sickneſs of my Heart, 
That I ſhall live, and tell him ta, his teeth, 
Thus didſt thou. 
King. If it be ſo, Laertes, 
As how ſhould it be ſo? —— how otherwiſe? 
Will you be rul'd by me? 
, Laer. Ay, my Lord, ſo you will not o'er-rule me to a 
eace. 
King. To thine own Peace: if he be now return'd, 
As liking not his Voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an Exploit now ripe in my Device, 
Under tbe which he Mall not chooſe but fall, 
And for his Death no Wind of Blame ſhall breathe, 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the Practice, 
And call it Accident. | 
Laer. My Lord, I will be rul'd, 
The rather if you could deviſe it ſo, 
T hat I might be the Inſtrument, 
King. It falls right: : 
You have been talk'd of fince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a Quality 
 Whereih they ſay you ſhine; your Sum of Parts 
* Did not together pluck ſuch Envy from him, 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieſt Siege. 
Laer. What part is that, my Lord? 
King. A very Feather in the Cap of Vouth, 
Yet needful too, * for Youth no leſs becomes | 
The light and careleſs Livery that it wears, 
Than fetled Age his Sables, and his Weeds, - 
* 9 and Graveneſs.“ Two months ſince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, N 5 
hs, ſeen my ſelf, and ſerv'd againit the French, 
nd they can well on horfeback : but this Gallant 
Had Witchcraft in't, he grew anto his Seat, 
And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As he had been incorps'd and demi natur'd Wa 
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With the brave Beaſt: far he my Thought, 


That I in Forgery of Shapes and Tricks 
Come ſhort of what he TW 


Laer. A Norman was't? 
| King. A Norman, 
Laer. 1 — my life, Lanou ni. 
King. The very ſame. 
Laer. I know him well, he is indeed 
The Gem of all the Nation. 
King. He made Confeſſion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly Report 
For Art and Exerciſe in your Defence, 
And for your Rapier moit eſpecially, 
That he cry'd out, twould be a ſight indeed 
If one could match you: The Fencers of their Nation 
He ſwore had neither Motion, Guard, nor Eye, 
If you oppos'd them. Sir, this Report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming o'er to play with you. 
Now out of this 
Laer. What out of this, my Lord? 
King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you? 
Or are you like the Painting of a Sorrow, 
A Face without a Heart? | 
Laer. Why ask you this? 
King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
« But that I know Love is begun by Time, ; 
And that I ſee in Paſſages of Proof, 
« 'Fime qualifies the Spark and Fire of it; 
« There lives within the very Flame of Love 
« Akind of Wick or Snuff that will abate it ; 
And nothing is at a like Goodneſs ſtill ; 
For Goodneſs growing to a Pleuriſy, 
« Dies in his own too much : that we would do, 
We ſhould do when we would; for this <vould changes, 
And hath Abatements and Delays as many | 
As there are Tongues, are Hands, are Accidents : 
And then this Sox/d is like a ſpend thrift Sigh 
That hurts by eaſing.” But to the bufindls, 
"I Hamlet 
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Hamlet cotnes back; what would you undertake 
To ſhew your ſelf indeed your Father's Son | 
More than in words ? 
Laer. To cut his Throat ith? Church. | 
King, No phee indeed ſhould protect a Murderer, 
Revenge ſhould have no Bounds: but, good Laertet, 
Keep cloſe within your Chamber | 
Hamlet return'd ſhall know you are come home, 
Well put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your Excellence, 
And ſet a double Varniſh on the Fame | 
The Frenchman pave you; bring you, in fine, together; 
And-wager o'er your Heads: he being remiſs, | 
Moſt generous, and free from all centriving, 
Will not peruſe the Foils ; fo that with eaſe, 
Or with a little ſhuMing, you may chooſe 
A Sword unbated, and in a paſs of Practice“ _— 
Requite him for your Father's Death. 
Laer. I will do't; 
And for the purpoſe I'll anoint my Sword: 
I bought an Union of a Mountebank, f 
So mortal, tbat but dip a Knife in it, | 
Where it draws Blood, no Catapleſm fo rare, | | 4 
Collected from all Sim les that have Virtue 1 
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from Death 
That is but ſcratch'd withal: I'll touck my Point 
With this Contagion, that if I gall him Qlightly, 
It may be Death, 
King, Let's further think of this; | 
© Weigh what 1 wary both of Time and Meane 
May fit us to our Shape, If this ſhould fail, 
And that our Drift look thro? our bad Performance, 
« *T'were better not aſſay'd. Therefore this Project 
Should have a Back or Second that might hold 
If this ſhould blaſt in proof: ſoft —let me ſee 
« We'll make a folemn Wager on your Cunnings,” 
T bavc't; when in your Motion you are hot and dry, 
As make your Bouts more vielent to that end, 
And that he calls for Drink, Pl have prepar'd him 
A Chalice for the purpoſe, whereon but taſting, 


| 
| 


If he by chance eſcape your envenom'd Sword, 
It ſhall be Death. But ſtay, what noiſe? 
| N Enter Queen. . 
Queen. One Woe doth tiezd upon another's heel, 
So taſt they follow: your Siſter's drown'd, Laertes. 
Laer. Drown'd! O where ? 
een, There is a Willow growing o'er a Brook, 
That ſhews his hoary Leaves 1'th' glafſy Stream, 
Near which ſantaſtick Garlands ſhe did make 5 
Of Crow. Flowers, Nettles, Daiſies, and long Purples, 
That liberal Shepherds give a groſſer Name, 
* But our cold Miids do dead Mens Fingers call them. 
There on the pertdent Boughs her Coronet- werds 
Clambering to hang, an envious Shiver broke, 
When don her weedy Trophies and her felt 
Fell in the weeping Brook : * her Clothes ſpread wide, 
And Mermai''-like, awhile they bore her up, 
* Which time ſhe chanted Remnants of old Lauds, 
As one incapable of her own Diftreſs, 
Or like a Creature naive and endued 
Uato that El: ment; but long it coul] not be 
« Til that her Gat ments, heavy with-their Dri: k, 
« Pall the ger tle Maid from: ber melodi us Lay 
To muddy Drath. 
Laer. A as then! is ſhe droven'd ? 
Queen. Dcow. ed, drown'd, f | 
Lair, Too much of Water hiſt thou, poor Opbe'is, 
And therefore I forbid my Tears : but yet 
© It is our trick,“ Nature her Cuſtom. holds, 
Let Shame ſay what it willz when theſe are gone, 
© The Woman will be out.” Adieu, my Lord, 
J have a Fire that faja would blaze, 


But that this Folly drowns it. | | Exit, 


King, Let's follow, Gertrude; 
How much had | to do te calm his Rage! 
Now I fear this will give it ſtart agaio,. 
Therefore let's follow, 
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ACT v. SCENE LI 


Enter two Grave · dig gers. 


1 Grav. TS ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian Burial, when 
| ſhe wilfully ſeeks ber own Salvation ? 

2 Grav. I tell thee ſhe is, therefore make her Grave 
ſtraight; the Crowner hath ſet on her, and finds it Chrif- 
tian Burial, 

1 Grav, Nowy can that be, unleſs ſhe drowa'd her ſclf 
in her own Defence? 

2 Grav. Why tis found ſo. 

1 Grav, It muſt be ſe offendendo, it cannot be elſe: 
for here lies the point, if I drown my ſelf wittingly, it 
argues an Act; and an Act hath three Branches, it is to 
act, to do, and to perform; argal, ſhe drown'd her {I 
wirtingly. 

2 Grav. Nay but hear, you Goodman Delver. : 

1 Grav. Give me leave; here lies the Water, good; 
here ſtands the Man, good; if the Man go to this Water, 
und drown himſelf, it is will he, nill he; he goes, mark 

ou that: but if the Water come to him and drown him, 

drowns not himſclf; arg: I, he that is not guilty of his 
own Death, ſhortens not his own Life? 

2 Grate, But this Law? 

1 Graxe. Ay marry is't, Crowner's Queſt- Law. 

2 Grave, Will you have the ruth on'c? if this had not 


been a Gentlewoman, fhe ſhould have been buried with - 


out Chriftian Burial. mY 
1 Grave. Why there thou ſiy'ſt; and the more pity 

that great Folk ſhould have countenance in this World to 

frown or hang themſelves more than we: Come, my 

Spade, there is no antient Gentlemen but Gardiners, Ditch» 

ers, and Grave-ciggers; they hold up Adam's Profeſſion, 
2 Grave, Was he a Genrleman ? 

| 1 Grave, He was the firſt that eyer bore Arms. Is 
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- Vil put another Queſtion to thee, if thou anſwereſt ma 


not to the purpoſe, confeſs thy felf ——- | 
2 Grave,. Go to. | 

1 Grave, What is he that builds ſtronger than either 
the Maſon, the Shipwright, or the Carpente! ? 

2 Grave, The Gallows-maker, for that out-lives a 
thouſand Tenants, 

1 Grave. I like thy Wit well; the Gallows does well, 
but how does it well? It does well to th-ſe that Jo ill; 
now thod doſt ill to {ay the Gallows is built (irunger 1 han 
the Church: argal, the Gallows may do well to thee, 

To't again, come. 
2 Grave, Who. builds ſtronger than a Maſon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? | ; 

1 Grave, Ay, tell me that, end unyoke. 

2 Grave, Varry now I can tell. 

1 Grave, To't. | 

2 Grave. Maſs I cannot tell. 

1 Grave, Cudgel thy Brains no tore about it, for your 
dull Aſs will not ns his pace With beating, 10d when 
thou art ask'd this Queſtion next, ſay a Graye-digger; the 
Houſes be makes laſt till Doomſday, - | 
Go get theo in, and fetch me a Stoop of Liquor. 

[Exit 2 Grave, 
In Youth when 1 did love, did love, [Sings, 
F Muhought it was very ſweet, 
To contract O the time for a-my behove, 
O methought there was nothing a meet, 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this Fellow no fecling in bis buſineſs, that 
he ſiags in Grave- making? 
og es Cuſtom hath made it in him a Property of Ea- 

eſs. | 

Ham. Tis &en fo, the Hand of little employment 
hath the daicticr Senſe. | . 
Grave, But Age with ſtealing Steps [Singeg 
Rath clawed me in his Clutch, 
And hath-ſhipped me into the Land, 
As if I ntver had been ſuch. 
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Ham. That Scull had a Tongue in it, and could ſing 
ence; how the Knave jowls it to the Ground, as if twee 
Cain's Jaw-bone, that did the firſt murder: this might be 
the Pate of a Politician * which this Aſs now Or- reaches, 
one that would circumvent Heaven,“ might it not? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could ſay, good-mor- 

© row, My Lord, how doſt thou, ſweet Lord? this might 

©* be my Lord ſuch one, that praiſed my Lord ſuch a- 
« one's Horſe when he went to beg him, might it not ? 

Her. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham Why Cen fo, and now tis my Lady Worms, 

- © chapleſs and knock'd about the Mazzard of a Sexton's 
© Spade; here's a fine Revolution, and we had the 
trick to ſecꝰt: did theſe Bones coſt no more the breed- 
ing but to play at Lozgers with them? mine ake to think 

on't. | ; 

Gravem. A Pickax and a Spade, a Spade, 


* For and A ſhrewding Sheet, 
Or a Pit of Clay for to be made © d 
. For ſuch a Gueſt is meet. 


Ham. There's another, why may not that be the Scull 
of a L1wyer? Where be his Quiddities now; his Quilli- 
ties, his Caſes, his Tenures, and his Tricks? Why does 
he ſuffer this mad Knave now to knock him about the 
Sconce with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of hit 
Actions of Battery? Hum; this Fellowr might be in's 
time a great Buyer of Land, with bis Statutes, his Re- 
cognizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Reco- 
veries: Is this the Fine of bis Fines, and the Recovery 
of his Recoyeries, to have his fine Pate full of fine 
« Dirt ? * Will bis Vouchers vouch him no more of hie 
Purchiſes and Doubles, than the Length and Breadth ot 
a pair of Indentures? The very Conveyances of his 
Land will ſcarcely lie in this Box, and muſt the Inheritop 
bimſelf have no more? ha! ; | 
Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord. 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skins? 

Her. Ay, my Lord, and of Calve-skins too. 
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Ham. They are Sheep and Calves who ſeek out A- 
* ſurance in that,” 1 will ſpeak to this Fellow: Whofe 
Grave's this, Sirrah? | | 
+ Grave, Mine, Sir — Or 4 Pit of Clay for is be _ 

| Sings. 
Ham. [| think it's thine indeed, for thou ly'ſt in't. 
Grave. You lie out on't, Sir, and therefore tis not 
 your's: for my part I do not lie in't, yet it's mine, 

Ham, Thou doſt lye in't, to be in't and ſay it is thine, 
o 2 the D:ad, and not for the Quick, therefore thou 
y | | 
Grave. 'Tis a quick Lye, Sir ; *twill again from me to 
on, 
4 Ham. What Man doſt thou dig it for? 

Grave, For bo Man, Sir. 

Ham. What Woman then? 

Grave. For none neither. | 

Ham, Who is't to be buried in't? | 

Grave, One that was a Woman, Sir; but, reft her 
Soul, ſhe's dead. . * 

Ham, How abſolute the Knave is ? we muſt ſpeak by 
the Card, or Equivocation will undo us, Horatio, this 
three Years I have took notice of it. the Age is grown 
ſo picked,“ that the toe of the Peaſant comes fo near 
the hcel of the Courtier, he galls his Kibe, How long 
haſt thou been a Grave- maker ? | . 
* Grave, Of all the Days i'th' Year, I came tot that 
Day our laſt King Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

© Ham, How long is that fince? | 

Grave. Cannot you tell that? every Fool ein tell that; 
it was that very day that young Hamlet was born, he 
thit is mad and ſent into England. 
| Ham, Ay marry, why was he ſent into England? 

Grave, Why! becauſe he was mad; he ſhall recover his 
Wits there or if he do not, tis no great matter there. 

Ham, Why ? x 4 

Grave, To ill not be ſeen in him there, there are Men 
as mad as he. 

| Ham How came he mad 

Grave, Very ſtrangely, they ſay, * 
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Ham. How ſtrangely? _. | 
Grave. Faith cen with loſing his Wits. 
Ham, Upon what ground? * 
Grave. Why here in Denmark; where I have been 
Sexton, Man and Boy, thirty Years, | 
Ham. How long will a Man lie i'th? Earth ere he rot? 
Grave, Faith if he be not rotten before he die, as we 


have many a pocky Corſe that will ſcarce hold the laying 


io, he will aft you ſome eight Years, or nine Years: a 
Tanner will laſt you nine Years. ' 
Ham. Why he more than another? | 

Grate. Why, Sir, his Hide is ſo tann'd with his Trade, 
that he will keep out Water a great while, and your 
Water is a ſore Decayer of your whoreſon dead Body: 
here's a Skull now bath lien you i'ch* Earth three and 
twenty Years. 

Ham. Whoſe was it? 

Grave. A Whoreſon mad Fellow's it was ; whoſe do 
you think it was ? ; | f 

Ham. Nay I know not. 


Grave, A peflilence on him for a mad Rogue, he 


pour d a Fleggon of Rheniſh on my head once: this ſame 
Skull, Sir, Was Sir Yorick's Skull, the King's Jefter, 
Ham. This? 
Grave. Even that. 


Ham. Alas, poor Yorick! I knew bim, Horatio, n Fel- 


low of infinite Jeft, of moſt excellent Fancy; he hath 
born me on his back a thouſand ti mes, and now how 
* abhorr'd in my Imagination is it? my Gorge riſes at it. 
Here hung thoſe Lips that I have kiſsd I know not hows 


oft; where be your Jibes now, your Jcſts, your Songs, 
your Flaſhes of Merrimefit, that were wont to ſet the 


Table on roar ? Not one now to mock your own prin- 
ning? quite chopfaln? Now get you to my Lidy's Ta- 
ble, and tell her, let her paint an Inch thick, to this Com- 
lexion ſhe muſt come; make her laugh at that, 
rithee, Horatio, tell me one thing, 
Hor. What's that, my Lord? 


Ham, D-ſt thou think Alexander lock'd on this faſh.on 


| ich Earth ? 
Hera 
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Ham. And ſmelt ſo? ph. — [Smelling to the Sil. 
Hor. E'en fo, my Lord. | 


Ham, To what baſe Uſes we may return, Horario ? 


Why may rot Imagination trace the noble Duſt of Ale- 


xander, till we find it topping a Bung-hole ? 
Hor. Twere to conſider too curiouſly, to conſider ſo. 


Ham. No faith, not a jot, but to follow him thither 


wirh Modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it. As thus, 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander return- 
eth to Duft, the Duft is Earth, of Earth we make Lome, 
and why of that Lome whereto he was converted, might 
they not ſtop a Beer-barre] ? 
Imperial Ceſar dead, and turn'd to Clay; 
Might ſtop a hole to keep the Wind away, 
O that that Earth, which kept the World in awe, 
Should patch a Wall t'expel the Waters Flaw, q 
Scene draws, and diſcovers the King, Queen, Laertes and 
Prieſt, with a Corſe. 
But ſoft, but ſoft awhile, here comes the King, - 
The Queen, and all the Court: who is this they follow, 
And with ſuch maimed Rites? This doth betoken, | 
The Corſe they follow did with deſperate hand 
Deftroy its own Life ; © twere of ſome Eitate : 
Stand by awhile, and mark, 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe ? 
Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth, 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe? 
Prieft, Her Obſequies have been as far enlarg'd 
As we have Warranty ; her Death was doubtful, 
And but that great Commahd o'er-ſways the Order, 
She ſhould in Ground unſanctify'd be lodg'd ; 
For charitable Prayers, ; 
Flints and Pebbles ſhould be thrown upon her: 
Yet here ſhe is allow'd her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden Strewments, and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Burial. 
Laer. Muſt there no more be done? 
Prieft. No more: 


| We ſhould profane the Service of the Dead, 


To 
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To fing 2 Requiem, and ſuch Reft to her 

As to peace-parted Souls, 

Laer. Lay her i'th? Earth, | 

Ard from her fair and. unpolluted Fleſh 

May Violets ſpring: I tell thee churliſh Prieft, 

A miniftring Angel ſhall my Siſter be, 

When thou lieſt houling. | 
Ham, What! the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the Sweet, farewel. 
2 [Throws in a Garland of Flowers, 

I hop'd thou ſhouldſt have been my Hamlets Wife; | 

I thought. thy Bride-bed to have deck'd, ſweet Maid, 

And not have ſtrew'd thy Grave. 

Laer. © treble Woe! 

Fall ten times double on that curſed Head, 

Whoſe wicked Deeds depriv'd thee of 

Thy moft ingenuous Senſe: hold off the Earth awhile; 

Till I haye caught her once more in my Arms, 

| [Leafs into the Grave, 

Now pile your Duſt upon the Quick and Dead, 2 

Till of this Flat a Mountain you have made 

T' o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyiſh Head 

Of blue Olympus, 

Ham. What is be whoſe Grief 

Bears ſuch an Emphalis, whoſe Phraſe of Sorrow 

Conjures the wandring Stars and makes them ſtand 

Like wonder-wounded Hearers? Tis I, 

Kamlet the Dane. | [ Keaps into the Grave. 
Laer. Perdition catch thee ! [Grappling with him. 
Ham, Thou pray'ſt not well: 

I prithee take thy Fingers from my Throat, 

For thu? I am not ſplenative and raſh, 

Yet hive l in me ſomething dangerous, 

Which let thy Wiſdom fear — Hold off thy Hand. 
King. Pluck them aſunder. 

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

All. Gentle men. | 

Hor. Good my Lord, be quiet. | 

Ham. Why I will fight with bim upon this Theme, 
Until my Eyelids will no longer wag. © : 


Veen, 
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Queen, O my Son! what Theme? 
Ham. 1 lov'd Ophelia; forty thouſand Prothers 
Could not with all their quantity of Love 
Meke up my Sum: What wilt thou do for her? 
King. O be is mad, Laertes. 
Queen. Forbear him. 24 
Ham. Sbew me what thou wilt do; 
Wilt weep, wilt fight, wilt faſt, wilt tear thy ſelf, 
Wilt drink up Eſil. eat a Crocodile? | 
Tu do'r. Doſt thou come here to whine ? 
To out- face me with leaping in her Grave? 
Be buried quick with her, and ſo will l. 
And jf you prate of Mouptaine, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on us, till our Ground 
Singeing his Pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Oſſa like a Wart: nay, and thou'lt mouth. 
I'll tant as well as thou, 
Deen. This is mere Madneſs, 
And thus awhile the Fit will work on him; 
Anon as patient as a female Dove, 
When firſt her golden Couplets are diſclos'd, 
His Silence will fit crooping. 
Ham, Hear you, Sir, | 
What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
I loy'd you ever: but it is Bo matter, 
Let Hercules bimſelf do what. he may, 
The Cat will mew, a Dog will have his Day, 
© Ee [ Ex, Him. and Hor, 
King. I pray thee, gocd Horatio, wait upon him, 
Strengthen your Patience in our laſt night's Speech. 


[To Laertes, 
We'll put the matter to the preſent puſh; 
Good Gertrude, ſet ſome wa'ch over your Son. 
This Grave {--} have a living Monument: 

An hour of Quiet thereby ſhall we ſee, ? 
Till then in Patience our Proceedings be. [ Exeume. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham. So much for this, Sir, you ſhall now ſee the other; 
You do remember all the Circumſtance ? 
Hor. Remember it, my Lord? 


Ham. 
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Ham. Sir, in my Heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me Nleep, © Methought 1 lay 
© Worſe thin the Mutineers in the Bilboes, raſhly, 
And prais'd be Raſhneſs for it: let us know, 
Our Indiſcretion ſometimes ſeryes us well, 
When our deep Plots do fail: and that ſhould learn us. 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our Ends, 
Rouzh-hew them how we will, 
Hoy, That is moſt certain, 
Ham. Up from my Cabin. 
My Sea-gown wrapt about me, in the dark 
I grop'd to find them out, had my Deſire 
Reach'd their Packet, and in fine withdrewy 
To mine own Room again, making ſo bold 
(My Fears forgetting Manners) to unfold 
Their grand Commiſſion; where I found, Horatio, 
An exact Command, g 
* Larded with many ſeveral ſorts of Reaſons | 
* Importing Denmark's Health, and England's too, 
With ho! ſuch Bugs and Goblins in my Life; 
That on the ſuperviſe, no leiſure bated, 
© No not to ſtay the grinding of an Ax, 
That ſoon as I to England came, 
My Head ſhovld be ſtruck off. 
Hor. 1s't poſſible ? | 
Ham. Here's the Commiſſion, read it at more leiſure; 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed? 
Hor. I beſeech you. 
Ham. Being thus be-netted round with Villains, 
Ere I could make a Prologue to my Brains, 
Tbey had begun the Play: I fat me dowa, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion, wrote it fair. 
once did hold it, as our Statifts do, 
A Baſeneſs to write fair, and labour'd much 
* How to forget that Learning ; but, Sir,,now 
* It did me Yeoman's Service.“ Wilt thou know 
Th Effect of what I wrote, 
Hor. Ay, good my Lord, 
Ham. An earneſt Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his * | 
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As Love between them like the Palm might flourim, 
As Peace ſhould Rill her westen Girtand wear, 
An] ſtand a Comma *tween their Amities, 
And maty ſuch like As of great Charge, 
That on the View of theſe Contents, 
Without d<baternent further more or leſs, 
He ſhould thoſe Bearers put to ſudden death, 
Not Shriving-time allow*d. 
Hor. How was this ſeal'd? | 
Ham. Why even in that was Heaven ordinant ; 
J had my Father's Signet in my Pocket, | 
Which was the Model of that Daniſh Seal; 
1 folded the Writ up in the Form of th' other, 
Subſcrib'd it, gav't th Impreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, 
«* The Changeling never known: * Now the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was ſequent 
Thou know'ſt already. 2 | "7 
Hor, So Guildenſtern and Roeſencraus went tot [ment. 


% 


Ham. Why Man, they did make love to this Employ- 


They are not near my Conſcience, their Defeat 
Does by their own lnſinuations grow 

« *Tis dangerous when the baſer Nature comes, 
Between the Paſs and fell incenſed Point 


* Of mighty Oppoſites, | 


Her, Why what a King is this ? 

Ham. Does it not, think you, ſtand me now upon? 
He that bath killd my King, and whor'd my Mother, 
Stept in between th* Election and my Hopes, 

Thrown out his Angle for my proper Lite, 
And with ſuch Cozcnage, is't not perfect Conſcience ? 
Tx _ Olbick. | | f 

Off. Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmark; 

Ham. I humbly thank you, Sir. » 
Doſt know this Water-fly ? 

Hor. No, 1 LEY | 

Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious, for tis a Vice to 
know him, he hath. much Land and fertile; let a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand at the King's 

ny ; *tis a Cough, but as I aid, ſpacious in the poſſeſſion. 
irt, 
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35. Sweet Lord, if your Lordſhip were at leiſure, J 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty, 
Ham. | will receive it, Sir, with all diligence of Spitit: 
your Bonnet to bis right uſe, tis for the Head. 

Oſt. I thank your Lordſhip, *tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe rae, it is very cold; the Wind is 
Northerly, . 

. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 
Ham. But yet methinks it is very ſaltry and hot, or 
my Complexion — 5 

Oft. Exccedingly, my Lord, it is very ſoltry, as *twere 
T cannot tell bow. My Lord, his Majeſty bid me fignify 
unto you, that he has laid a great Wager on your Head; 
Sir, this is the matter. | 
Ham. I beſecch you remember. 

Oſt. Nay good my Lord, far my eaſe, — Sir, here is 
newly come to Court Laertes. believe. me an abſolute 
Gentleman, full of moſt excellent Differences, ct very 
ſoft Society, and great Shows : indeed, to ſpeak feelingly 
of him, he is the very Card or Kalender ot Gentry, for 
you ſhail find in him the Subfiance, of what part a Gen- 
tlemm would ſee. mw 

Ham. Sir, his Definement ſuffers no loſs in you, rho? 
kao to divide him inventorially would perinps dizzy 
th' Arithmetick of Mem'ry, * and yer bur raw neither in 
« reſpect of his quick Sꝛil.“ Bur in the Variety of Extol- 
ment, I take bim to be a Soul of great article, and his 
Jofulgn of ſuch dearth and rarenels, as to make true 

iRion of him, his Semblzble is his Mirrour; and who 
elſe would trace him, his Umbrage, and nothing more. 
Of. Your Loreſhip ſpeaks molt infallibly at hin, 
Ham. The Concernancy, Sir: why do we wrap the 
2 in our rawer Breath ? | 

Oſt. Sir, | - 

Hor. Ist not poſſible to underſtand in another Tongue? 
s You will do't, Sir, . | | ; 

Ham, What. imports the Nomination of this Gentle« 
wan ? 


Ot. Of Laerte:? 
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Ham. Of him, Sir. * His Purſe. is empty already, all 
*poid:n words are ſpent, » 

Oft. I know you not ignorant. | 

Ham. I would you did, Sir; yet if you did it would 
not much approve me well, Sir. , 

Of. You are not ignorant of what Excellence Laertes is, 

Ham, | dare not conteſs that, leſt I ſhould compare 
wi'h him in Excellence; for to know a Man well, were 
to know himſclf, 

Ot. I mean, Sir, for his Weapon; * but in the Impu- 
* r-»tion laid on him by them in his meed he's uatcllow'd. 

Ham. What's his Weapon? 

Oe. Single Rapier. 

The King, Sir, hath wager'd with him ſix Barbary Horſes, 
againſt the which he has impawn'd, as L take it, tix French 
Kapiers and Poniards, with their Aſſians, as Girdle, tianger, 
and fo three of the Carriages are very dear o fancy, 
very reſponſive to the Hilts, moſt delicate Carriages, and 
ot very liberal Conceit. 

Ham. What call you the Carriages? 

Her. I knew you muſt be edify'd by the Margin, 
Fre you had done. | 

Of, The Carriages, Sir, are the Hangers, * | 

Ham, The Phraie would be more get main to the mate 
ter, if we carry'd a Cannon by our ſides. | w- old it 
might be Hangers till then,” But on, fix Barbary H ries 
2g ii it fix French Swords, their Poniards and Afſſipns, and 
three liberal cot ceited Curiages, that's the French Bet 
againſt the Daxiſh, as I take it. 

Oft. The King hath laid, Sir, that in a dozen Paſſes be- 
tween yourſcif and him, he ſhall not exceed you three 
Hits; he hath laid twelve to nine, and it would come to 
rr: mediate trial, if your Lordſhip would youchſafe the 
Auſwer. | 
Ham. How if I anſwer no? | ; 

; > I mean, my Lord, the Oppeſition of your Perſon 
In til. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the Hall, © ifit pleaſe 
© his Majeſty,” it is the breathing time of the day with 
me, let the Foils be brought, the Gentleman willing, 2 
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the King bold his purpoſe, I will win for him if I can; 


if not, I will gain npthiog but my ſhame, and the odd 


hits. 

Of. Shall 1 deliver it ſo? 2 

Ham. To this effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your 
Nature will. | $7: | 
0ſt. 1 commend my Duty to your Lordſhip, [Exie. 

Ham. Yours does well to commend it ſelf, there's no 
Tongue elſe fit for its turn. 

Hor. This Lap-wing runs away with the Shell on his 


Ham. He did ſo, Sir, with his Dug before he ſuck'd 
© it,” Thus has he, and many more of the ſame breed, 
that I know, the droſſy Age doats on, only got the 
tune of the Time, a habit of Encounter, a kind of miſty 
Collection, which carries them thro? and thro' the moſt 
profane and renowned Opinions; and do but blow them 
to their Trial, the Bubbles are out. 0 

. Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent, My Lord, his Mjeſty commended him to you 


$ 


by young Oftrick, who brings back to him that you at- 


tend him in the Hall: be ſends to know if your pleaſure 
hold to play with Laertes, or that you will take longer 
time ? | 

Ham, I am conſtant to my purpoſes, they toilow the 
King's pleaſure; if his fitneſs ſpeaks, mine is ready, now: 
or whenſoever, provided I be fo able as now. 

Gent. The King-and Queen, ard all are coming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Gent, The Queen deſires you to uſe ſome gentle En- 
tertainment to Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. She well inſtructs me 

Hor, You will loſe, my Lord. 


Ham. I do not think fo; ſince he went into France, 


I have been in continual practice; I ſhall win at the odds: 

thou wouldft not think bow ill all's here about my heart; 

bur it is no matter. | = | 
Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 


Ham. It is but foclery ; but it is ſuch a kind of bodir g, 


as would perhaps trouble a Woman, 


E 3 | Hor. 


— 
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Hey. If your Mind diſlike any thing, obey it; I will 
foreſtal their repair bither, and ſay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy Aupury : there is a ſpecial 
Providence in the Fall of a Sparrow; if it be, 'tis not 
* to come: if it be not to come, it will be now; if it 
© be not now, yet it will come: the readineſs is all, ſince 
© no Man of ought he leaves knows what *cis to leave be- 
© times: let be. [ Exennt, 

Scene draws, and diſcovers King, Queen, Laertes, Gen- 

tlemen and Guards, Re enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


King Cc me Hamlet, come and take this hand from me; 


Ham. Give me your pardon, Sirz I've done you wrong, 
But pardon t as you area Gentleman: this Preſence knows, 
Ard you muſt needs have heard how I am puniſh'd 
Wirth a ſo e Diſtr ction; what I have done, 

That might your Nature, Honour, and Exception 
Roughly aweke, 1 here proclaim was Madneſs. 

* Was't Hamlet wiong'd Laertes? never Hamlet; 
* It Hamlet from himſelf be ta'en away, 

* And when he's tot himſelf does wrong Lertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it then? his Madnels: if't be fo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong'd, 

His Madneſs is poor Hamlet's Enemy. 

Let my diſclaiming from a purpos' J Evil, 

Free me ſo far in your moſt generous Thoughts, 
That have ſhot my Arrow o'er the Houle, 
And h y Brother, 

Laer. em ſati:fy'd in Nature, ä 

Whoſe Mative in this caſe ſnhould ſtir me moſt 
To my Revenge; but in my Terms ot Honour 
] ſtand aloof, and will no Reconcilement, 
Till by ſome elder Maſters of known Honour 
* | have a Voice and Precedent of Prace 
* To keep my Name uagor'd: but till that time? 
I do receive your offcr'd Love like Love 
And will not wrong it. | 
Ham. I embrace it freely, | 
And will this Brother's Wager frankly play. 
Give us the Foils, | 
7 Tar. 
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Laer. Come, one for me. uy | 
Ham. I'll be your Foil, Laertes, in mine Ignorance; 
Your Skil ſhall, like a Star, i**h* darkeſt Night appear. 

Laer. You mock me, Sir, 
Ham. No, on my honour. | 
King. Give them the Foils, young Offrick : Couſin | 
Hamlet, you know the Wager, ; 
Ham. Very well, my Lord: 
Your Grace has laid the odds o'th” weaker fide. 
King, I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both 
But ſiuce he's better'd we have therefore odds, 
Laer. This is too heavy let me ſ-e anotber, | 
Ham. This likes me well, theſe Foils have all a length, 
Off. Ay, my good Lord, 
King. Set me the Stoops of Wine upon the Table; 
If Hamlet give the firſt or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third Exchange, 
Let all the Rattlements their Ordnance fre ; T , 
The King ſhall drink to Hamlet's better breath, | 1.5 
And in the Cup an Onyx fhall he throw, | = 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive Kings 
In Denmark's Crown have worn, Give me the Cup,; 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet ſpeak, | 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer withour, 
The Cannons to the Heavens, the Heavens to Earth. 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet: come begin. 
[Trumpets the while, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. ; 
Ham. Come on, Sir, 
Laer. Come, my Lord. 


——— m — — . 


Ham. One. 
Laer. No. | 
Ham, Judgment, (Shout. 
Of}. A Hit, a very palpable Hit, F Drum,, Trumpets, and 
Laer. Well —— again. [ Flouriſh, a Piece goes off. 


King. S ay, give me the Drink, Hamlet, this Pearl is 
thine, here's to thy He-lch: Give him the Cup. 

Ham. l' phy this bout firſt, ſer it by awhile, 
Come — another Hit. — what ſay you? 

Laer. 1 do conteisr, 
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King. Our Son ſhall win. 


Deen. * He's fat and ſcant of Breath, N 
1 Here Hamlet, take my Handkerchief, wipe thy Brows: 
| The Queen ſalutes thy Fortune, Hamlet. : 
Ham, Good Madam 
King. Ger:rude, do ROC drink, : 
| Queen, I will, my Lord, I pray you pardon me, 
King. It is the poiſon'd Cup, it is too late. [ Aſide. « 
Ham, | dare not drink yet, Madam; by and bv. Fc 
* Queen. Come let me wipe thy Face, -—; 
Laer. My Lord, Vil hit him now. | 
King. I do not think't. M 
Laer. And yet it is almoſt againſt my Conſcience..[ 4/;de, N. 
Ham. Come for the third, Laertes, you but dally; 
I pray you paſs with your beſt violence, « 
I am ſure you make a wanton of me, y, 
Laer. Say you io? Come on. T 
Os. Nothing neither way, : N H: 
Laer. Have at you now. | 8 I; 
LLaertes wound: Hamlet; in ſcuſſung they change Rapiers, B 
and Hamlet wounds Laertes.] . . 7. 
Ng. Part them, they are incens d. N Tec 
Ham. Nay come again. | 
Off, Look to the Queen there, ho! 10 
Hor, They bleed on both ſides. How is't, my Lord ? He 
Oſt. How is't, Laeries 3 | 
Laer. Why as a Woodcock caught in mine own Springe, Gu 
Jam juſtly kil'd with mine own Treachery, [ Oſcrick. Oo. 
Ham. How does the Queen ? | Th 
King. She ſwoons to ſee them bleed. [ Hamlit, If t 
ueen. No ro, the Drink, the Drink, — O my dear, . al 
« The Drink, the Drink — I am poiſon'd. [She dies, _ Anc 
Ham. O Villain! bo, let the Door be lock'd; To 


Freachery! ſeek it out. 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet thou art {lain ; 

No Medicine in the World can do thee good, 

In thee there is not half an hour's Life: 

The treacherous Inftrument is in this hand, 

Unbated and envenom'd ; the faul Practice 

Hath turn d it ſelf on me. Lo here I lie, 


Never 
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Never toTiſe again: thy Mother's poiſon'd, 1 


I can no mere — the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham. The Point envenom d too, then Venom to thy 
* work, [Stabs the King. 


All. Treaſon, Treaſon! 
King. O yet defend me Friends! I am but burt. 
Ham. Here thou inceſtuous Dane. 

Drink off this Potion: is the Onyx here? 


Follow my Mother. King dies. 


4. 


Laer. He's juſtly ſery'd, it is a Poiſon temper'd by him» 
Exchange Forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet; (ſelf. 
Mine and my Father's Death come net upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. | ( 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee: 
© lam dead, Horatio; * wretched Queen, farewel, 

You that look pale and tremble at this Chance, 
That are but Mutes or Audience to this AQ, 
Had I but time (as this fell Serjeant Death 

Is ſtrict in his Arreſt) O 1 could tell you; 

Bit let it be: Horatio, I am dead; 

Thou liv'ſt, report me and my Cauſe aright 
To the urfſatisfy'd. 

Hor. Never belic ve it. 

I am mo e an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's jet ſome Liquor lett, 

Ham. As thou'rt a Man, | 
Give me the Cup; let go, ll have't: 

O Horatto, think what 1 wounded Name, 
Things (an:'in.. thus uaknown, ſhall I leave behind me, 
If th u dioft ever ho'd me in thy Heart, 

Abſent thee from Felicity awhile, 

And in this harſh World dr w thy Breath in paia 

To tell my ſtory : what wackke Noiſe is this? 


. [4 March afar off. 
; Enter Oſtrick. 
Of. Young Fortinbras with Conqueſt come from Poland. 


The Ambaflad :rs of England give this warlike Volley. 


8 Ol die, Horatio, 
potent Poiſon quite oer - grows my Spirit; 
I cannot live to hear the News from Zogland, 


But 
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But I do propheſy the Election lights 
On Fortinbras; he bas my dying Voice, | 
So tell him, with th' Occurrents more and lefs | 
Which have ſolicited, O — the reſt in ſilence. [in. 
Hor. Now cracks the Cordage of a noble Heart; good 
night, ſweet Prince, N | 
And Choirs of Angels fing thee to thy Reſt, Þ 
Why does the Drum come hither ? . | ; 
Enter Fortinbras with the Ambaſſadors, 
© For, Where is this Sight? 
* Hor, What is it, you would ſee? 
If ought of Wee or Wonder, ceaſe your Search; 
For. This Quarry cries on havock: O proud Death, 
© What Feaſt is toward in thine infernal Cell, 
© That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhot 
So bloodily has ſtruck ? 
Amas. The Sight is diſmal, | 
And our Affairs from England come too late; 
© The Ears are ſenſeleſs that ſhould give us hearing: 
To tell bim his Commandment is fulfill'd, g 
That Roſencraus and Guildenſtern are dead, 2 
Where ſhould we have our Thanks? | * 
Hor. Not from bis Mouth, | 
© Had he th' Ability of Breath to thank you: 
« He never gave Commandment for their Death, 
But fince ſo apt upon this bloody Queſtion, 
« You from the Pollack Wars, and you from England 
* Are here arriv'd, give order that thefe Bodies 
High on.a Stage be plac'd to publick view; 
* And let me ſpeak to th' yet unknowing World, 
How theſe things came about; ſo ſhall you hear 
Of crue), bloody and unnatural Acts, 
Of accidental Judgments, caſual Slaughter, 
Of Deaths put on by Cunning, and torc'd Cauſe,! 
And in this upſhot, Purpoſes miftook, - 
« Faſl'n on th' Inventors Heads; all this can I 
? Truly deliver. | 
For. Let us haſte to hear it, 
And call the Nobles to the Audience: 
For me, with Serrow 1 embrace my Fortune, 1 
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( * 
| | © I have ſome Rights of memory in this Kingdom, 
| | © Which now to chim my Intereſt do invite me, 
ö | * Hoy, Of that I ſhall have alſo Cauſe to ſpeak, ; 
And from his Mouth whoſe Voice will draw no more: 
1 © But let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 

Even while Mens Minds are wild, left more miſchance 

* On Plots and Errors happen, 

For. Let four Captains : 

Bear Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T' bave proy'd moſt royal: and for his Paſſige, 

The Soldier's Mufick, and the Rights of War, 

Speak loudly for him, 

Take up the Bodies; ſuch a Sight as this 

Becomes the Field, but here ſhews much amiſs, 

Bid the Soldiers ſhoot. 


